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CHAPTER L 

"THE GREATEST OF THESE THREE." 

" The man's a rogue ! " 

And thus doing justice to his conscience and his 
convictions, the reverend gentleman pressed his 
finger-tips softly together and beamed upon so much 
of the world as may be seen from the promenade 
deck of an ocean steamship. 

" I do not say/' he continued, after a little pause, 
" that I speak either from personal knowledge or the 
definite information of others. Far from it. I am 
merely an observer. There'^are some characters so 
transparent that they cannot hide even their defects 
from us. Such a man is that fellow yonder. His 
very footstep is open to suspicion ; the stoop of his 
shoulders is the first letter of his alphabet. His eyes 
say, 'Someone is looking at me. I know it — I am 
a rogue.' He does not complain because his fellow- 
passengers avoid him Why should he? He under- 
stands the justice of it He is clever, or he would 
B 
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not be a rogue. The attention that we pay him is 
a compliment There are few sufficiently strong- 
minded to turn their eyes when vice in its more attrac- 
tive shapes passes their windows. For my own part, 
I surrender at discretion. I admire the man as I 
admire Nature in her more humble moods. He 
fascinates me. If I were a woman, I should believe 
that he would presently devour mc." 

He laughed in a deep sonorous voice, which 
expressed self-satisfaction and no little sense of con- 
descensioa Jessie Golding gathered up her skirts 
to let the Rc^e pass, although her clear eyes fol- 
lowed liim steadfastly. 

'' I wonder if his ears burned,'' she said in a low 
voice. " Anyway, he must be used to it This ship's 
done nothing but talk about him for two days. He 
couldn't have had more notice if he'd been Theodore 
Roosevelt himself. I suppose you call him a rogue 
because you don't know anything about him? 
That's charity, isn't it ? " 

Her interest centred upon the tall, stooping figure 
of the Rogue as it rested for a minute before the door 
of the smoking-room, and she scarcely heard the 
vicar (as she had come to call the Reverend St. John 
Trew) when that substantial worthy began to defend 
himself. 

"We are all rogues in a sense," he was good 
enough to admit "The more attractive our public 
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position, the more amiable is the roguery we practise. 
Doctors, lawyers, politicians especially, must be 
rogues to succeed Believe me, my dear Miss Gold* 
ing, I never enter a strange pulpit to beg for a new 
parsonage but I say to myself, ' Rogue, your tongue 
is cheating them.' ** 

^ And does it? ** Jessie asked quickly, though she 
answered her own question before he could reply. 

"Why, yes, Vm sure it does," she rattled oa 
** You make them feel that heaven has kept the roof 
open just that they may slate it. Oh, I know : they 
bring a quarter and give two dollars before you have 
done Isn't that it, Mr. Trew? They book all the 
front seats in paradise, and then go home to dinner. 
I've done it myself, and I did feel good — ^until I 
wanted the money next day. Then I said things I 
was sorry for. Oh, I'm sure your roguery is 
beautiful'' 

The vicar of Sackville Street folded his hands 
in an attitude of benevolent righteousness. 

" I complain of the third hymn,'' he said reflect- 
ively. •*If we could collect the oflfertory while the 
special preacher is actually in the pulpitg the custom 
would be beneficial, I am sure. There are some 
things, alas ! which belong to the kingdom of dreams. 
An oflfertory bag without threepenny pieces is one 
of them." 

''And rogues— they are fact, of course? I saw 
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you cast down your eyes while he passed. Did you 
feel very brave about it? I didn't I think I was 
a little bit sorry/* 

'' It is the mission of your sex to be the agents 
of compassioa You admire virtue in men, but avoid 
it I am quite sure that every woman on the ship 
is saying in her heart, ' Poor fellow ! * If our Rc^e 
were a missionary returned from the heathen, the 
young ladies would say, ' How dull ! ' while the men 
would ask what he made out of it Observe, your 
Rogue, having wrestled with temptation for precisely 
twenty seconds, is now asked to play poker again. 
The lamb will be bleating somewhere near. That is 
the habit of lambs — ^they imitate a gentler creature 
and admire rogues. Their fleece, Uke yours, is 
offered at his feet When they are shorn they expect 
sympathy and do not get it We know that they 
will return to the Rogue whenever he calls them." 

He brushed some blacks from the book which 
was open upon his knee, and turned to regard his 
companion critically. Jessie's head rested upon the 
rail of her deck chair. The fresh breeze had caught 
her flaxen curls and blown them awry; the sea 
heightened her colour and gave a sparkle to her 
eyes. While she was not quite sure whether the 
vicar bored or annoyed her, she would give him ten 
minutes to answer the questioa Few men were 
worth more than that 




«rH£ GREATEST OF THESE THREE.'^ $ 

"Now, see, Mr. Trew/' she exclaimed, putting 
on a manner and a drawl quite foreign to her, " are 
you aware that I'm to be married in fifteen days* 
time ? " 

"My dear young lady, do the American papers 
leave one unaware of anything at all ? " 

" Then you know all about it ? " 

" Er — ^hem — I understand that the world calls you 
very fortunate.** 

"Yes. But suppose — ^weH suppose I were a 
lamb?" 

"Impossible to suppose any such thing.'* 

"Tm going to marry Lord Eastry, you know." 

"A charmii^ man. One of our oldest families." 

"Yes; but I'm not marrying his family — I'm 
marrying him." 

"His name has been much before the public 
lately." 

" In the Bankruptcy Court Isn't it nice of him ? " 

"Really, I had quite forgotten it But we rely 
upon America to get us out of these little difficulties. 
You will live at Monkton Castle, of course? That, 
let me see, is at present, I think, in the hands of the 
— the Meyersteins." 

" It's something with a ' Stein ' in it My father 
says they're Jews. I suppose they might be. Well, 
now, is Monkton very beautiful, Mr. Trew?" 

" Quite a show place. I paid a shilling to see it 
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last year. The caretaker is evidently a dissenter. 
He ^ored my card " 

" Shall I have a great staircase and a statue of 
the fourth baron of Somethii^ in the hall and a suit 
of armour to look at when I go to bed ? " 

"All these things are to be found at Monkton."* 

"The chapel's a synagogue now, I suppose? 
That's a pity, isn't it? I think I'll make it Catholic 
We bought some holy pictures in Rome last year. 
Do you know what religion Lord Eastiy is? When 
I asked him he said ' Rats.' " 

" Hem ! His lordship's religion is, undoubtedly, 
the church of his fathers." 

" Did they have a church then ? How interesting I 
I thoi^ht they only drank port wuie They'll all be 
my fathers now, won't they? And I shall be able to 
look at their pictures and call them my own. Oh! 
I feel quite an old family myself, and I'm only 
twenty-four." 

" Id another ten years age will not be so kind to 
yoni conscience." 

"You mean I'll have to he about it Well, I 
don't think I will Age should speak for itself. If 
a woman looks twenty, she is thirty. It's no good 
saying anything else. I read your age in a gossip- 
book downstairs. I wouldn't tell it you for the world. 
Men are much sillier that way than women. You'd 
hate me for the rest of the voyage." 
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" My dear Miss Golding ! As if it were possible 
for any man alive to hate so charming a companion ! 
Tell me my age, by all means I am fifty-three, and 
proud of it Time and golf deal gently with me. 
That is for your own ear. You are one of those 
thrice-blessed creatures to whom a man tells every- 
thing. We do not exchange lockets with our lady 
friends nowadays ; we exchange secrets. I have told 
you more since we came on board this ship together 
than I have told any woman in my life, my own 
mother excepted If the confidence would hang me, 
I should still be quite comfortable. You would never 
betray it" 

* Are you sure of it ? But I'd have to talk — ^wc 
Americans must talk, you know. I never met an 
American girl who could go through a whole five 
minutes without saying ' My ! ' and you never met 
one either. A man who won't talk back makes me 
tired You English sometimes seem as though you'd 
said everything you wanted to say a hundred years 
ago, and couldn't begin all over again. There's a 
man on my right at table who never gets further than 
'Really I How very interesting!' He must have 
said it two hundred and forty times since he came 
aboard I'd b'ke to put him in a museum as a speci- 
men of a tired Englishmaa" 

" Spare the race which you are about to honour. 
We are a reserved people, principally because we 
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have been taught to believe ourselves better than 
other people. America talks because she is always 
wanting to learn. I grant that loquacity is generally 
honest, though it is often shallow. When a man is 
very silent he is a great thinker, a great fool, or a 
great rogue. You see, we return to the original sub- 
ject — the R(^e, our own particular Rc^e." 

"I wonder if he's winning to-day?" 

" Study the Lamb at dinner and you will be an- 
swered." 

" He sits at the purser's table. I can only see his 
back." 

" Thrice unfortunate. We must try agaia There 
is Mr. Bentham, for instance." 

"Whatl The 'Bantam!' Ob, the dear little 
china-doll ! " 

" Who has been gazing at you with rapture for 
the last ten minutes. Let me grant him a stool in 
my paradise. My rehgion teaches me self-sacri- 
fice " 

" And golf. Well, make him come right here, and 
I'll pat his little hand. He says he's a lawyer, doesn't 
he? I shouldn't have thought his poor little hands 
were large enough to steal anything." 

The vicar said " Please — please ! " and went over 
to bring the professed gossip to the place. Percy 
Bentham was certainly far from being " a fine man," 
for he stood no more than five feet in his shoes, and 
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his monstrous ears and clumsy hands served to em- 
phasise a deficiency of Nature's gifts elsewhere. 
Jessie had christened him " the Bantam " before they 
steamed out of the harbour. His pertinacity was as 
remarkable as his memory for unpleasant facts. He 
could tell you something disgraceful about half the 
great families of Europe. 

''The Rogue's playing poker again/' he began, 
without waiting to be asked. ** Oh, yes ; I thought 
you'd like to know. He won fifty-two pounds on 
the last hand — a full A man like that will get shot 
some day. Of course, the Lamb is losing." 

" And all you great strong men permit it ! ** cried 
Jessie indignantly. Tm ashamed of you, vicar I 
Why don't you do something? " 

" Behold ! I am reading a yellow back." 

The "Bantam" coughed a little reproachfully. 

My dear Miss Golding," he said, have con- 
fidence in me. I promise you it shall all end 
well" 

''That's what they say when they lynch a man 
in Kentucky." 

"Really, now, Miss Golding, why do you dislike 
that man so?" 

"Because it's the fashion." 

"And yet you have never spoken a single word 
to him." 

"Perhaps I shouldn't dislike him if I had — ^he 
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just hannts me. I see his face in my dreams — ix4ien 
I have any.** 

"You do dream, then? How interesting! I 
never had anyone dream about me." 

"You're not wicked enough." 

The vicar laughed contentedly. 

"Virtue sleeps for ten hours," he said blandly. 
<i You must commit a crime, Mr. Bentham." 

** That's what I've been trying to do all my life.'* 

"But you won't succeed," said Jessie. "You 
haven't the pluck for it Look at the Rogue now. 
You shiver when he passes you — ^you seem to feel 
that he is covering up a dreadful story which would 
make your flesh creep." 

The "Bantam" wagged his head knowingly. 

" You'll know all about it when we go ashore at 
Liverpool," he said, sagely. 

"Then it's really true that he is in trouble? 
Everyone says so." 

" Time will show," said the Bantam, and he went 
off to watch the poker party. 



CHAPTER IL 

THE GREAT GOD CHANCE. 

The Rog;ae took his seat at a comer table in the 
smoking-room upon the upper deck of the Jersty 
Ciiy^ and Hubert Laidlaw, the ^ Lamb/' sat opposite 
to him in the angle of the lounge. The others of 
the party were well known upon the ships of the 
Red Star Line — ^Richard Marx» the greatest poker 
player in Albany City, and Bertrand Sedgwick, who, 
as many said, was neither more nor less than his 
confederate in rascality. If men wondered that such 
experts should sit down with the Rogue, they believed 
at the same time that the aims of three, at least, of 
the party were identical Many stories were afloat 
of the fortune and the folly of the freckled, pale- 
faced youth whom the Rogue had enticed to hb 
cabin; but in one surmise all agreed His friends 
of the Jersey City would fleece him to the last far- 
thing ; they would not leave him the price of a rail- 
way ticket when be landed at Liverpool Some of 
the more friendly even offered their advice, or whis- 
pered a hesitating word of warning ; but the answer 
was always the same — ** I know what I am doing. 
Murray West is all right/* 
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Now Murray West was the R(^e's nom de 
voyage, for heaven alone knew what his true name 
might be ; and while he could inspire such confidence 
it was obviously vain to withstand him. Believing 
that the " Lamb " was already grown for the shear- 
ing, the wise ones went their own way and left him 
to the penalties of that denuding process. They 
were good enough to grant you that the few words 
they had exchanged with the Rogue were neither 
uninteresting nor altogether wasted, for, while one 
would say that the man had been a gentleman, 
another condescended to admit that his daring as 
a card-player was quite extraordinary. Such a testi- 
monial did not further that desire of privacy which 
the card-players chiefly desired. There were occa- 
sions when quite an audience watched the game from 
afai ; and nothing but the Rogue's obstinate refusal 
to play anywhere else but in the smoking-room of 
the ship prevented an early adjournment to the state- 
room he had engaged. 

" Let us have elbow room," he said, drily. " I 
Ulte to see my opponent's hands," 

" That's an offensive observation," Marx, the Jew, 
had retorted. But the R<^e made no apology. 

" I don't withdraw it," he had said. " If you want 
to play, call for the cards. If you don't want to play, 
go and sii^ hymns. It's the same thii^ to me." 

It ended invariably in the gamblers eating their 
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words and calling for fresh cards. In their own 
cabin they told each other that they had "struck 
a snag," to which lamentable calamity the confederate 
Sedgwick added the evident loss of possible prey. 

" I never dealt a single pack out of my breeches 
last night/' he said, gloomily. " The man's got the 
eyes of a hawk ; you can feel his fingers itching for 
your throat What was it he took of the EngUsh dude 
last night? A pretty considerable hatful, I know." 

"It was &ve hundred and fifty pounds — ^that I 
know, for I totted it up. Our money, chum, blast 
him! rU be drowned if I don't give him a push 
some night This steamer ain't worth drink money 
while he's aboard." 

" Well, we'll see what's going this afternoon — I'll 
cry off if it's no better than yesterday. It's sinful 
to think what that dude might have been worth to 
us if this cargo had been left on the quay. A her- 
ring-backed, lean-boned son of a British hog! I'll 
get even before I'm through with him.^ 

They adjourned to the smoking-room in this 
amiable mood, and finding Laidlaw, the dude in ques- 
tion, ready and waiting, they sat down in the unex- 
pected beUef that the prey would be theirs alone, and 
that none would dispute it with them. In this, how- 
ever, they were pathetically premature, for they had 
scarcely called for the cards before the R<^[ue 
appeared upon the scene and at once took his accus- 
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tomed chair. Jessie Golding, as we know, had 
rewarded him with her interest while he hesitated 
for a moment upon the threshold of the smoking- 
room ; but neither she nor the " Bantam " understood 
how very much was at stake in that particular game. 

Ridiard Marx looked np swiftty when the Rc^e 
entered, and said something under his breath. His 
companion swallowed a hasty oath and cut the cards 
with an adroit hand, which appeared to cover a trick 
prepared. Hubert Laidlaw fidgeted uneasily in his 
chair. The smoking-room steward carried three 
cocktails to the table, which he dusted with an ac- 
quired flip, entirely ineffective, but undoubtedly 
pretty. 

" Shall I bring another ? " he asked the Ri^ue. 

The answer was "No," in so fierce a tone that 
the man skimmed away muttering. Richard Marx, 
a dark-visaged, bearded Jew, with a diamond ring 
upon the middle finger of his left hand and a tur- 
quoise upon the little finger of his right, took up the 
cards sulkily, and asked what it was to be: 

^ I'm sick of this five-dollar rise," said he. " Let's 
make it a hundred dollars and have done with it 
Here's Mr. Laidlaw goii^ to sleep over it" 

" Oh, don't you trouble about me," said Laidlaw, 
with a strange smile. " I'll play for anything you like 
if West will join in. It's the same thing in the end, 
anyway. What do you say, Murray?" 
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He appealed to the Rogue, his friend and cabin 
companion, who, with a shrug of his stooping should- 
ers, expressed his indifference. 

''If you will put your money on the table, 111 
play for what yon please." 

** That's rating us very low," said Marx, though 

the purpose of the request did not immediately occur 

to him. ^ I guess our money is as good as yours." 

^ We will see when you show it to us," said the 

Rogue quietly. 

He took up the cards and shuffled them negli- 
gently. A few men gathered round the table and 
b^[an to follow the game with interest The sun- 
light shone down through the open ports and f ocussed 
in a quivering beam upon the players ; you could hear 
the chatter of women upon the promenade deck with- 
out, the swish of lazy seas and the iron pulse of the 
foaming propeller. It was five o'clock upon the after- 
noon of a glorious day of July. The steamer was 
two days out from Sandy Hook, and in four days 
more would be at Queenstown. There was not a 
human being aboard her who stopped to reflect how 
much might happen in four day& 

The Rogue took up his cards, and play began in 
a desultory and unexciting manner. A couple of 
deals found Laidlaw winning ten pounds from Marx 
and half that sum from Sedgwick. The first Jack 
Pot was a matter of twenty pounds, which the Jew 
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swept to bis side carelessly and with something of 
contempt. He understood that West had challenged 
him, and if it came to a question of ready money, he 
believed the game to be already over. 

" I make it fifty sovereigns to come in," he cried 
presently, putting the notes upon the table and look- 
ing West full in the face. Sedgwick, the obedient, 
pushed fifty potmds out upon the green doth before 
him, and said, " That's mine." But the Rogue threw 
down his cords and did not play. The Lamb alone 
remained. He came in, of course. He would have 
staked his last shilling anyhow on a pair of aces. 
When the betting began, the Jew made it seventy- 
five pounds, and counted the money note by notCL 
Sedgwick cried that it was a hundred, and the Lamb, 
losing courage suddenly, paid over his fifty and sipped 
bis cocktail 

" A good game this," he remarked to someone 
near by. And then, observing that Murray West was 
dealing to him, he said, " My blind, I suppose f 
Well, I make it twenty pounds." 

The Jew made it fifty again, and once more the 
Rt^ue threw down his cards. A sotto voce aside 
upon the part of Sedgwick that it was almost as 
amusing as playing pitch-farthing by yourself, did not 
draw any response from him. The Lamb lost his 
fifty pounds, and smiled childishly when he paid it 
There was another Jack Pot when the deal passed 
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to Maix, and this his friend Sedgwick pocketed So 
far the two men had won over a hundred potinds from 
Hubert Laidlaw and a half of that sum from Murray 
West; but it was evident, none the less, that the 
Rogue perplexed them. They played Uke men who 
were expecting some subtle attack which would call 
upon all their resources, honest and otherwise, to meet 
it When the blow fellj it had been some time an- 
ticipated 

The Rc^e dealt, and Marx made it one hundred 
pounds to come in. Sedgwick, acting as upon a good 
understanding, put his hundred poimds upon the table 
and waited for Murray West The Lamb stood out 
for the first time, and the betting remained between 
the R(^e and the confederates. 

" I make it two htmdred and fifty pounds," said 
Marx, a little triumphantly. 

"Three hundred," cried Sedgwick, "and there's 
my money." 

They turned to the Rogue, who leaned back in 
his chair and smiled a little sardonically in spite of 
himself. His cards seemed to amuse him. He took 
a bundle of notes from a pocket book and tossed 
them negligently upon the table. 

" I play for that," he said quietly. " I think you'll 
find a thousand pounds there." 

The mention of the sum, and a certain constrained 
silence following upon such a piece of daring, drew 
C 
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a little group of spectators to the table. Maix, mean- 
while, regarded the bundle of notes with an impudent 
stare, which concealed his own surprise and gave him 
time for thoughL 

" Well," he said at length, " I h(^ the Bank of 
England feels all right to-day." 

" A little more comfortable than you do," retorted 
the Rogue pleasantly. 

"Who says I'm uncomfortable? Po you fhink 
a thousand pounds will break me 7 ^ 
" I'm waiting to hear," 

"Well, you shan't wait long. See here, what's 
that now?" 

" That," said Murray West, with conviction, " that 
is an ezceedicgly poor imitation of a note for a thou- 
sand francg." 

" Do you say it's queer? " 
"I do." 

"Ah, you know a lot Well, then, unce you 
object to French money, well try agaiiL Are these 
good enough for a teoderfoot Britisher? " 

He produced honest notes to the tune of twelve 
hundred pounds, and laid them on the table; 
" I make it that" 

" And I double it," cried West, in so odd a way 
that some of the spectators tittered. 

As before, he took a roll of notes from his pocket 
and did not delay to count them. His eyes were 
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fixed intently upon Sedgwick, who had been fum- 
bling with the cards, but who now stopped with a 
look of blank dismay, which was shared by Marx. 
The plain truth was that the two men had little 
more than another hundred pounds between them. 
They must either ''see'' the Rogue, and put two 
thousand four hundred pounds upon the table, or pay 
t)ie twelve hundred they had staked The wealth of 
the man they opposed astounded them, for they would 
have wagered ten minutes ago that his whole fortune 
was not five hundred pounds 

"I didn't sit down to play skin the bear," said 
Marx angrily, while he counted the notes with his 
hand and threw his cards upon the table. ^You 
can find someone else, and be darned to you I This 
isn't how gentlemen play. Their word is as good 
as their money. I don't pay, Sedgwick. Let him 
do mvhat he pleases — Fm keeping my money ! "* 

The Rogue pitched down his cards, and with a 
sudden swift movement he grasped the confederate 
Sedgwick's wrist and held it upon the table. The 
quickness of the attack and the surprise of it so far 
robbed the man of his self-possession that he half rose 
from his chair, and in so doing allowed the five cards 
which his knee had been pressing against the lower 
edge of the table to fall to the ground At the same 
moment an apparatus for dealing cards deftly from 
the pack fell from his sleeve and lay upon the green 
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cloth for all the world to see. Hubert Laidlaw, 
utterly surprised, laughed like a boy when he beheld 
it Some of the spectators nudged one another, but 
the Rogue had an ugly look upon bis face. 

"Why, yes," be sai d . "I've been wsuiting that 
all along." 

He pocketed the implement and taking advantage 
of Marx's gaping hesitation, he swept the bank- 
notes from the Jew's hand and b^;an to fold them 
neatly. 

" You see, gentlemen," he said to some of those 
round about him, "these men are what I thought 
them to be — not only professional card-shaipers, but 
also swindlers. They have won eight hundred 
pounds from my friend here since we left New York 
Harbour. I am about to return Mr. Laidlaw his 
money. The rest is my own, and I shall keep it" 

He brushed back the lank, black hair from his 
forehead, and then counted out eight hundred pounds 
in banknotes and handed them in a fittle bundle to 
his cabin companion. So far Marx had not ottered 
a single word, his silence being as much the result of 
his incapacity for defence as of his astonishment 
The obvious hostility of his audience, and the fact 
that they were upon a steamer, where neither threats 
nor violence would help him, contributed to his 
reserve. 

" As God's in Heaven, I'll make you pay for this 
— pound for pound, and something over ! " he sjiid, 
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under his breath, and, without another word, he 
stalked from the smoking-room with Sedgwick upon 
his heels. A murmur of laughter followed him as 
he went, but the prevailing note was one of surprise. 
Men asked each other what it meant that one sharper 
should be thus turning upon another. And why had 
the Rogue handed over eight hundred pounds of his 
plunder to his own LO.U. lamb— the particular South- 
down he had brought aboard with him to fleece ? Was 
it to encourage the others — ^a mere bravado to win 
credit with the ship? Or might the more charitable 
assumption be entertained, and this man set before 
them in a new light? They did not know. The 
inscrutable face of the Rogue taught them nothing ; 
he invited no man's confidence, was the same taciturn, 
stooping figure as heretofore when he quitted the 
saloon, and went out upon the promenade deck. His 
absence set twenty tongues wagging, but none made 
anything of him. Anon it was reported that he had 
been seen by the wheel-house in close talk with Marx, 
the Jew, and this was new food for slander. After 
all, his generosity might have been nothing but a 
coup de thtdtre to drive off Marx and Co., and to keep 
the Lamb to himself. 

Marx, indeed, had waited upon the lower deck 
until West came down, and, having by this time 
recovered his natural self-assurance, he boldly ac- 
costed his antagonist, and invited a conference. 

"I want ten words with you — alone,** he said. 
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without any display of temper " Let's go down to 
the wheel-hoose, and get out of the way of these 
women." 

West followed him with a docility which seemed 
to promise much, but which was, in truth, nothing 
but the prompting of his curiosity. He knew that he 
had not done with these men, but, for his own safety's 
sake, he was quite willing to hear what they had to 
say. The most part of the passengers had gone to 
their cabins by this time to make ready for dinner. 
The aft wheel-house cast a deep patch of shadow 
eastward upon the lower deck, and beyond lay that 
spuming wake of foam, which opened like a fan of 
cloven water v4iose blades might touch the infinite 
horizoa 

" I gruessed it would be this," said West shortly, 
when Marx halted and turned to speak. " You want 
your money back, I suppose? Well, my man, see 
here, you're not going to get a red cent of it That's 
to begin with. I promised to teach you a lesson, and 
I've done it Next time you meet one of my friends, 
leave him alone. I speak for your gfood." 

Marx laid a hand upon the lapel of his coat, and 
would have remonstrated unctuously. 

" It was different down at Jackson City when I 
took a hand with Abe Winshaw of Holt's," he re- 
marked retrospectively. " Why, pard, I've seen Abe 
shear some lambs in his time, and precious clever he 



THE GREAT GOD CHANCEi 23 

was about it ; and now he's aboard a Red Star liner 
hustling his flock like a down-town Methodist Say, 
did you know him in that same dty, the Abe Win- 
shaw I speak of?'' 

" You are perfectly aware that I know him. He 
taught one <Nr two of you a lesson down there, I 
remember. You don't seem to have profited by it 
at alL Well, he's through — ^he's something else to 
do, Mr. Richard Marx, one time Robert Thorn." 

Marx lauded at the mention of one of his many 
aliases. 

" It's astonishing how the families get mixed up 
when one knocks about the world a bit Here's you 
under a British flag and me under a German. Well, 
I guess the staff's the same, and that's the point 
Look, now, Murray West, what's the meaning 
yonder tenderfoot, and who's going to add up this 
particular nonsense? YouVe had twelve hundred 
pounds of my money ** 

" Eight hundred of which you won from my friend 
last night and the night before ** 

" I don't deny it What's come to you that you 
quarrel with a man for winning eight hundred ? " 

"Did I not warn you?" 

"Oh, be damned to that! I'm not his grand- 
mother. If he wants to play an honest game " 

" Did you use the word ' honest ' ? " 

" Come, now ; "we won't quarrel. You've queered 
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my pitch this trip, and FII be fifty out of pocket, any- 
way. Give him four hundred and I'll cry quits." 

"He has already got it" 

** I saw that, but you can change it Four hun- 
dred and no scores between us.'' 

" I've said that I won't give you a red cent Did 
you ever know me change my mind ? '* 

"You'll change it this time." 

"Ah! strong language, theiL" 

"Certainly. Do you know who is aboard this 
ship?" 

" You are here for one, and another swindler by 
the name of Sedgwick." 

"Leave him alone. Did you ever hear of Miss 
Jessie Golding?" 

"It is possible." 

" She's in state-room twenty-three, going across 
to be married now that the mourning for young 
Lionel Golding is off. Poor boy! He was shot in 
Jackson City, you remember." 

"Well?" 

"Why, nothing. When shall I have my lot?" 

" Now," said West, with sudden heat ; and he took 
the man by the neck and sent him with one kick 
headlong into the scuppers. 



CHAPTER IIL 

THE DUST OF HER FEET. 

Early upon the morning of the following day the 
Rev. St John Trew took a long cigar from his case 
and spoke of self-sacri&ce. 

" In three weeks' time/' he said to Jessie GoIding» 
" I shall be in my pulpit and you will be upon your 
honeymoon. Is it permitted me to say that I would 
willingly change places with you ? " 

"Of course you may. We say everything we 
want to in America* and that's why some people call 
us vulgar. I don't see why not, either. You always 
complain thaf the Church cannot draw the men. 
Now» we could do that — couldn't we ? — and it wouldn't 
matter what we preached Let's begin next Sunday. 
I'll hold forth on the foolish virgins, and you can put 
up your own banns. Isn't that it ? " 

The vicar purred audibly, as though the notion 
tickled him. 

" A steamer is really an excellent home for non- 
sense," he said "Perhaps that's why it does us 
all so much good Just look around you and observe 
the pursuits to which intellect stoops when it is afloat 
That excellent old fellow with the whiskers yonder. 
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who is trying to throw potatoes into a tub, is the 
head of a great New York publishing finii. Imagine 
what the Century Club would say if they caught 
him at it in Fifth Avenue ! Then look at our friend 
the lean curate, from Durham. He's putting as much 
ardour into a game of bull-board as would convert 
a generation of heathen. Next Sunday or the Sun- 
day after he will be intoning ' When the wicked man/ 
as though nothing had happened." 

"It's just that," said Jessie, philosophically; "no- 
thing ever happens on a steamer. You get up because 
it's time to, and you go to bed because it isn't Look 
at the sea. Who wants to do anything but watdi it 
go leaping by? Oh, I love it ! I love to think that 
those great roUii^ waves will go leaping by a thou- 
sand years from now. There's never any change 
aboat the sea, is there? You don't come back to it 
and say, ' How it's changed ! ' and ' Who's been build- 
ing here ? * and ' V^Tiere's the old place I loved ? ' 
No, it's always the same, and yet always changing. 
I suppose if one stood here for a miUion years the 
sea would not be different You're quite sure of it, 
and it never disappoints you " 

" Unless," said the vicar, " it be in circumstances 
which are relatively un[>oeticaL I was not at table 
upon the first evening — the reflection reminds me of 
foigotten emotitms — but a day like this should surely 
dispel them.'* 
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It certainly was an animated scene, and one 
typical of a Red Star boat Few types of travellers 
were absent from that crowded deck, and in the 
scintillating web of colour, lords and commoners, age 
and youth, the newest energies of America and the 
older manners of Britain, weaved their flippant pic- 
ture of humanity. A cloudless day brought laughter 
in its train and shut the cabin doors upon conse- 
quences which had been far-reaching. The ocean 
swell rolled lazily, as though weary of stress and 
content to cry a truce with summer. 

" If s just beautiful ! " cried Jessie, in a burst of 
excited enthusiasm. ''And, of course, because it's 
beautiful it won't last — or, if it did, we shouldn't think 
it beautiful any more. Why, suppose they came and 
toM us that this was to go on for three months — the 
sun shining, the sea good, and nothing to do every 
day but to do nothing. Wouldn't your old friend 
the publisher hate the sight of potatoes then ? " 

She did not give him time to answer, but went 
on rapidly: 

" He's a dear, though, and his wife's just like him. 
She asked me to read a book yesterday because she 
wanted my opinioa 'Tom values the opinion of 
young girls,' she said ; ' they are the people who read 
novels.' I told her that I always borrowed mine, 
and she wasn't so happy. She didn't see that if no 
one ever borrowed books, the publishers wouldn't 
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have any sale for them. Some people can't see 
things." 

The vicar nibbled at liis cigar and uttered a ploos 
commonplace. 

"People always try to borrow knowledge — and 
wnbrellas/' he said, with something of satisfaction at 
the thought "Society views these offences with 
equanimity. A man who borrows an open umbrella 
covers his blushes as he walks. Look at our friend 
the Rogue now ** 

Jessie turned her head quickly, as though expect- 
ing to find the stooping figure of Murray West at 
her elbow. 

"Why, where is he?'* she asked 

" I was referring to him by way of an illustratioa 
That man differentiates himself from the normal 
human race by walking, as it were, with the stolen 
umbrella neatly folded up. You can read the owner's 
name upon the handle of it And that reminds me. 
I believe there was something of a scene yesterday. 
The thieves fell out, though whether honest men 
came by their own I really cannot say." 

" Mr. Damill, the theatre manager, says that young 
Laidlaw was paid four thousand dollars. I wonder 
what trick that was ! Do you know, vicar, I dreamed 
of our Rogue all last night I thought he followed 
me to England, and would stop everywhere I stopped 
If I spoke to him, he didn't answer me. It makes 
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my flesh creep to think of it I know Til have to go 
and speak to him just now. I can't help it— he fas- 
cinates me. If he said * Jmnp overboard,' I believe 
I'd do it Those great black eyes of his '* 

" Oh! they are black, then? ** 

*Of course they are. Haven't you noticed it 
yourself ?*• 

'^ Certainly not There are some men it does not 
do to look full in the face. I should say you would 
be wise to interest yourself less in this somewhat 
dubious personality. Mr. Bentham, I am sure, will 
tell you the same." 

''The Bantam — do you think so? He's talking 
to the Casino girls, isn't he ? I thought he said that 
actresses were only to be tolerated when they married 
lords. He's quite a father confessor to them, isn't 
he?" 

''Hem I I think you will admit that abstract 
terms when applied to young ladies are quite a mis- 
take. I must say that I found Miss Lottie Causton 
most interesting ; while her friend Dora — is not her 
friend named Dora? — well, she is quite a lively souL 
She chaffed me about the shape of my hat — in a 
friendly way, of course. She has promised to come 
and hear me preach when we are all in London 
together." 

" How improving ! You should invite the Rogue 
also. It would be quite a family party." 
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The vicar slK»k bis bead in a disappro\iiig 
manDer. 

" You are determined to reform the rascal Well 
don't forget that -I warned you; there's Mr. Ben- 
tham beckoning me. Some matter about to-oight's 
concert, I suppose. It is astonishing the energy some 
people display in disturbit^ other people's amuse- 
ments I Will you foigive me going down ? " 

" I'll read your book while you are gone. Wliat 
is it? Something deep and cultured, now? Oh I 
' The Crime in the Red House.* A course of seimoos 
for Advmt, I suppose 7 " 

" They should suit your Rogue," the vicar said, 
and with that went huiriedly off to join the " Ban- 
tam," who conveyed him instantly to the saloon below, 
and there administered what the reverend gentleman 
called his morning glass of soda-water, with just a 
suspicion of whiskey for medicinal reasons. Jessie, 
meanwhile, read precisely three pages of the profound 
book before her desire of htmian society — and espe- 
cially of the society of man — proved too strong for 
her ; then she jumped up upon an impulse and walked 
aft to the scene of tkose infantile pursuits which bad 
moved the vicar erstwhile to derision. The worthy 
New York publisher was still throwing potatoes into 
a bucket ; his wife continued to peruse those manu- 
scripts upon which she had desired a young girl's 
opinicn; the Casinp girls were being persuaded to 
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a shoal of porpoises from secret places ; the 
great theatrical manager had found his own steamer 
chair and slumbered peacefully in one extended rigid 
line, to which a panama hat, cocked awry over the 
face, gave a dissolute diversity. In this quarter of 
the ship Jessie perceived the Rogue, and observed 
that he stood alone. Indeed, he was the one man 
who found occupation enough in that unchanging but 
ever-new aspect of the foaming wake which the 
Jersey City cleaved in the heavy waters. Westward 
to the America he had left, his eyes were turned 
The lank black hair blowing about his ears from 
under a shooting-cap, the close-cut suit of dark 
flannel, the stooping attitudci were less to be observed 
than the animation of his eyes and the curious poise 
of an exceedingly intellectual head Jessie said that 
at such a moment he looked quite Uke a boy, not 
withstanding the thirty-five years which the ship's 
gossips gave him. 

She bad paused almost without knowing what she 
was doing when she approached the rail whereby he 
stood, and her desire to address this man, to take 
the liberty of a steamer^s deck and make an acquaint- 
ance of him, proved both delightful in its boldness 
and suggestive in its promise. What a stroke to 
have the Rogue's story from his own lips, if he would 
tell it to her 1 After all, she could come to no harm. 
And so, a thousand miles from the thought that a 
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word, a look, might turn the whole course of her life 
and shape it anew, she stepped mischievously to the 
man's side and addressed to him a question. 

" You can't see America, can you ? " she asked 
a little wickedly. 

He turned at the question, and looked her through 
and through. It was impossible to avoid such a 
burning glance. Jessie knew that she was blushing. 

"Why do you say that?" he exclaimed, with the 
readiness of one who admits nothing. " Don't we 
see farther with the mind than with the eyes? I 
can see America as clearly as I can see myself turning 
my back upon this ship." 

He made a place for her by his side, as though 
convinced that she wished to remain ; and so they 
stood together watching the spuming seas and the 
flying spindrift and the heaving waters which the ship 
cleaved and gathered up and flung past her, like 
some insatiable mistress of the deep. Jessie was 
never tired of this rolling panorama, and the mood 
in which she had been answered attuned itself to her 
own, and left her pensive. 

" Why," she said, " what a queer thing to say ! 
Children talk like that now. I remember when I was 
a child that I used to think myself somebody else, 
and say: 'There's Jessie watching you.' When the 
lire burned red, I saw my own face in it — but we all 
do that, don't we ? " 
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"I think so, unless wc are very vain. A vain 
man never gets away from himself. When he walks 
his feet say, ' I — I — I,' or perhaps, if he's self-made, 
it's 'Me — me — ^me.' His vanity gets between him- 
self and the picture. He doesn't want to be on 
speaking terms with the Mr. Hyde we all have in 
us somewhere. If it isn't equal vanity to say so, I 
like to see the other side — ^myself in different moods. 
When I review the past, I act it in my mind I was 
acting a scene when you came up to me *' 

" Tell me about it. I'd like to know." 

^'I'll ask you a question first. Why would you 
like to know ? That's fair, isn't it ? " 

" Why, yes ; but what do you want me to say ? " 

" I want you to say what interest you can possibly 
have in a man whose touch is so repugnant to you 
that you gather up your skirts when he passes by ? " 

Jessie's face was crimson when she looked up to 
reply. Like many another flippant creature of her 
age, she had never thought it worth while to reflect 
that every overt act, be it of love or hate, must carry 
its own consequences at the appointed day. 

" Oh," she said, trying to brazen it out, " you don't 
really mean it?" 

" A touch of feminine art to please that creature 
of dull intellect you call the vicar. Yes, it might 
have been that. His mind would bear the strain 
— ^it will help him to preach charity and long suffering, 

D 
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and to find the sheq>. The clerical instinct, I have 
invariably observed, has a bias towards sheep. The 
soft, downy creatures suit it exactly. Hence the word 
'followers' — I presume you understand it in the 
English connection." 

** Of course I da You are English, are you not? " 

** I was ten years ago. I may be again. Once I 
said that I had shaken the dust o£P my feet and would 
never retura But the dust of the Fatherland dings. 
I don't believe the man is yet Ixxn who has put love 
of country out of his heart You Americans are to be 
forgiven mudi, just because, in ^>ite of somo intensity 
of expression and an excellent opinion of yourselves, 
you have a love for your own oountiy which nothing 
can change or eradicate. I like you for that " 

" And for nothing else? " 

"Oh, you have many good qualities — ^almost as 
many as your bad ones. Your hospitality is the truest 
and the most unselfish I have ever met Your genius 
for finance is colossaL All your women are pretty — 
and a few are womea You pretend to despise your 
rivals* but you study every move of theirs, however 
trifling and you are not ashamed to imitate them. 
Your young men are physically finer than the Eng- 
Ush, and now that they are leamizig manners there is 
hope^or them. You are conscious of your immeasur- 
able power, and prone to boast of it When you 
are in a temper, you have not the magnanimity of a 



THE DUST OF HER FEET, 35 

great nation. You do not wholly understand how to 
play^ but you are learning — ^in shorty time will make 
of you the greatest nation on earth if you will let it 
Your danger is wealth and the social question. Most 
nati(»is need to think only of the latter.'' 

He laughed at the trend of his own thoughts* and 
a certain levity of utterance betrayed his mock 
earnestness. Jessie had heard him with mingled feel- 
ings of resentment and wonder. The ship said tliat 
this man was a scoundrel She did not think that 
he spoke like one. 

'* You're laughing at America, and I won't let 
anyone do that," she cried, wishing to provoke him. 
''No Englishman really imderstands us, and that's 
why you write books about us. I suppose when you 
go ashore you'll be interviewed by newspaper men 
and take away our characters to show how grateful 
you are." 

^ When I go ashore, I shall get as far away from 
newspaper men as I possibly can," 

" Then it isn't true that ** 

She flushed again, and broke off clumsily. Her 
uncontrollable tongue had been about to tell him what 
the ship was saying. He enjoyed her embarrassment, 
and deUghted to play the r3/e which scandal a-hun- 
gering assigned to him. 

* I beg your pardon, it is all perfectly true," he 
corrected *' I am a man with a past, and I generally 
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cany it about with me. When I told you that I 
could see America, I meant to say that I could see 
something in my life which I would well forget — a 
friend's farewell and his confidence in a man who did 
not deserve it. We were rounding up cattle leather 
at the moment you approached me ; if you had de- 
layed an instant we should have been in camp with 
the soup. I'm quite hungry at the thought ; it's the 
sea-air, I suppose." 

" No ; it's thinking about it I can never read 
about eating and drinking without wanting to do it 
— that is, I mean, if the heroine eats a box of candy, 
I want candy to nibble while I'm reading. It's foolish, 
but then everj'thing's foolish " 

" Forgive me 1 Nothing is foolish but vulgarity 
and conceit Those are the true fools who judge 
their fellow-men without knowing anything about 
them. I don't spealc of woman, for truth is of small 
concern to her. I think at heart she wouU be very 
disappointed if her tittle-tattle proved true." 

" Do you say that of American women? " 

" Of all women." 

" Then you are, I suppose, what they call a 
misogynist I can't think why you are talking 
to me." 

" I am trying to teach you how to see America 
though a thousand miles lie between you and your 
own country." 
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Jessie sighed a little pathetically. 

" I love America," she said 

" And so you leave it " 

''AU Americans do; but they return.*' 

" If they must I am speaking of your sex You, 
for instance, will not return. You have sold your 
birthright for a castle and three generations of 
blackguardism." 

** How dare you speak to me like that I Have I 
done anything ** 

" Yes ; you have asked me a question, and I have 
answered it When you return to your friend — to 
that rhomboid in black who is styled facetiously a 
minister of the Gospel — ^you can tell him that every 
word of it is true. Here is the card-sharper, the 
sponge, the ne'er-do-well, who is not fit to touch your 
skirts. He makes no defence; he would not ask 
you for the world to think better of him. But he 
would teach you to see America — for you arc in 
danger of forgetting it" 

Jessie, accustomed to the homage of men, to their 
parrot-like repetitions, and their abject worship of 
her body and her father's fortune, felt as though 
someone had slapped her suddenly upon the cheek. 
She had plenty of self-possession, for such is 
America's dower to her daughters; but this brutal 
attack, the manner and the contempt of it, stung 
her pride to the quick, and with an angry stamp of 
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defianoe she tumeti away and went down to her own 
cabin. 

The Rogue, meanwhile, continaed to gaze over 
the waste of the waters as one who had caught up 
again the thread which an accident had broken. He 
hved, for the time being, as he had said, with that 
other self, the Murray West of the shadow years, 
the exile, the outcast in the land of aliens. Deeds 
he would have foi^tten, days of shame, were return- 
ing to accuse him. The figures he would have buried 
grouped about him to claim his friendship by right 
of the masonic familiarity of need. Ghosts of despair 
rose up to defy his present and deny it He turned 
from them impatiently to pace the crowded deck,' 
and, walking there, Richard Marx, the Jew, touched 
him upon the elbow. 

" Are you going to pay me now 7 ** 

" Not a sixpence." 

" Ah, I saw you with Jessie " 

" Indeed." 

"Yes. I wonder if she knows how her brother 
Lionel died? I think not Well, you'll be paying 
me to-night" 

" No," he said. And he imxig the man's hand as 
he spoke. 

The Jew bellowed like a chikL His fingers were 
black and blue when he looked at them. 



CHAPTER IV. 

OF HONEYMOONS. 

The ship recovered its spirits wonderfully as the 
▼oyage went on, and all sorts and conditions of men 
and women emerged from cabins which had doaked 
their groans. The morning deck, the vicar confessed, 
was like a Smiday "park parade." Dashing 
American girls, in costmnes which America had not 
made, fomid, in the timid and modest language of 
the Bantam, their sea feet and their sea tongues 
They were here, there, and everywhere, like butter- 
flies above a field of azure-bluec Staid old gentle- 
men, driven by well-feed doctors, shuffled fhtir daily 
mile staidly before sitting down to a quiet rubber. 
Youths, who were never happy unless active, laughed 
so loudly over their games that the gulls drew 
dose to hear the music The inevitable bore, who 
must perish if he be not permitted to "get up" 
something, promoted divers harmless speculations, 
chiefly concerning the daily revolutions of the ship's 
propeller. People paid their dollars gladly to be quit 
of him. He raced from chair to chair, his collar crum- 
pled and the sweat upon his brow. Even the vicar. 
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who was talking to Jessie very solemnly of marriage 
and its consequences, admitted that the eleemosynary 
instinct is out of place upon a ship. 

" For heaven's sake, let us forget the nimble 
threepenny bit," he pleaded 

The bore regarded him with an eye askance. 
"Well, well," said the vicar, when the man had 
done with bini, "we were talking of honeymoons. 
A pleasant subject for such a sunny morning, though 
I have always observed that mankind avoids it after 
a certain age. It is not a subject that will bear 
rcflectioiL" 

" Do you think so. Vicar f Well, what about 
poor little me ? I shall be off to Paris for my honey- 
moon just when you begin to preach agaiiL Oh, it's 
lovely to think about it ! I can see all the girls 
nmning in the shops to bring me hats — such hats, 
dreams in lace and feathers. We shaQ shop all day, 
and when there's nothing more to buy, then it's the 
Italian lakes. Tell me, vicar, do you think it's safe 
to take my husband to the Italian lakes 7 " 

" You mean that, overcome by the attentions of 
the milliner's assistants aforesaid, he might take 
refuge in the water?" 

" I didn't say it- " 

" Hem ! It is not necessary to be explicit." 
" But why shouldn't I enjoy my honeymoon ? Isn't 
it something out of the ordinary ? I was tired of New 
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York. My father buys me everything. He's bought 
me a husband now. Why shouldn't I be happy ? " 

''I devoutly trust that you will be. So far as 
human foresight can anticipate, your happiness is, 
indeed, provided for." 

** Oh ! you mean that lots of things might happea 
Why, yes; that's so. This ship might sink, or you 
might fall overboard." 

*' Heaven forbid! As to the ship sinking, I put 
my faith in Divine Providence. The captain tells 
me also that there are water-tight compartments." 

^Then I wish you'd lock up that man in one of 
them. He's looking at me again — I know it ; I can 
feel his eyes going up and down my back like a — yes, 
like a something you scratch horses with." 

" A currycomb." 

"That's it — a currycomb. He's just over there 
by the great cowl, isn't he? Has he got a camera, 
vicar? Don't tell me that he's got a camera! " 

" Nothing of the kind He is not even looking 
this way." 

" That's unkind of him. But I'm glad he hasn*t 
got a camera." 

The vicar smiled. 

"How did your pictures of him, those you took 
yesterday, come out ? " 

"The man in the dark-room says I must have 
snapped the fiend by mistake." 
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" More shade than light, then t " 

"Yes, and yet — well, I oughtn't to say it, bat 
dcm't you think it's a clever face ? " 

" The same has been said of Barabbas, who was 
a robber. In reality, you mean that you rather ad- 
mire him?" 

"Now, vicar. I won't hear it Admire him? 
Why, no — I hate him. He's the first man I ever 
met who insulted me to my face. If there wasn't 
another man in Europe, I wouldn't speak to him 
again." 

"Unless circumstances arose." 

" What circumstances could arise 7 Do you want 
to make a hero of him ? Oh t he's just horrid, and I 
won't hear another word about btia" 

The vicar laughed 

" He has moved away now. You can look up 
again." 

" I suppose he's talking to those sill^ theatre 
girls?" 

* He is talking to his friend the ' Bantam.' I 
shouldn't wonder if they were going down to the 
cabin to drink together. Dear me! How the time 
passes! It's eleven o'clock, and I have not yet bad 
my morning glass of soda-water." 

"Well, why don't you go and have it? People 
will think we're engaged if you sit by me like this. 
Really, we are not engaged, are we, vicar? " 



OF HONEYMOONS. 43 

" God bless me, na IVe a wife and five children 
in Londoa'' 

He quitted his seat abruptly and descended the 
great staircase with the pre-occupied air of a man 
who is contemplating a treatise upon the vices of his 
age. Left alone, Jessie turned impatiently to her 
Aunt Eva, the ^ last rose of summer," as the Bantam 
called her. 

"Auntie,'* she said, ^do you think daddy will 
meet us at Liverpool?" 

* Fm quite sure he will, Jessie.** 

** So that if this man, this Mr. West, were to worry 
around, daddy would be there ? ** 

* Whatever put that into your head? The man 
never looks at you. What a foolish idea for a sen- 
sible girl like you, Jessie! ** 

** Fm not sensible, or I shouldn't want to marry 
Lord Eastry. A castle and three generations of 
something or other — that's what Mr. West calls it." 

** My dear Jessie, be reasonable. You are attain- 
ing a great positioa** 

"Just what the man said when he tried to fly. 
Oh, of course, I don*t mean it. Aunt Eva, and I dont 
mean to speak to Mr. West again unless circum- 
stances arise. I*ve told the vicar sa** 

" What circumstances could possibly arise ? Don't 
we make our own circumstances? I have lived 
forty-one years, and no man that I disliked ever 
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spoke to me. Certainly not — I wouldn't hear of 
circumstances t" 

Jessie looked at her sharp-nosed aunt and ad- 
mitted that her anxieties in this respect were alto* 
gether unnecessary. Eva was fifty-nine years of 
age. She bad great tribulations of conscience some- 
times as to the respective merits of thirty-nine or 
forty-one years for the census return. Far from a 
fatalist, she believed in oddnumbers and their attend- 
ing virtues. "I wouldn't marry a man upon the 
thirteenth of the month if he were the last of his 
se.Y." she once said to Jessie. Jessie agreed that it 
would be wiser not 

" And," she said with conviction, " I'm not going 
to spoil my trip because a man's always looking at 
me — so there 1 Fve only a few days left to myself, 
and Gerald says I must come to years of discretion 
I suf^iose I must if the coach is a yellow one with 
the family arms upon it Oh, dear, whatever did I 
do it for, auntie ? Why didn't he take you ? " 

The indignant old lady was too astounded at the 
suggestion to make any reply, and Jessie, fearing 
the a^ument, ran away to the music room to strum 
wildly upon the piano there. Every note she played 
seemed to cry out to her " Circumstances — circunl- 
slances." Defiantly she told herself that there could 
not possibly arise any circumstances which would 
justify her in addressing Murray West again. He 
had been arrc^ant, outspoken — even rude. She was 
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not quite sure whether outspokenness in his case was 
anything but pure vanity. " He thinks I will go to 
him," she cried to herself, passionately ; " but I never, 
never, never will ! " Vain boast She was deep in 
talk with him at ten o'clock that night 

It befel by an accident, rare, but not unknown 
even upon a Red Star boat Dinner was over in the 
saloon, the decks were brightly lighted, the ship's 
orchestra played at the head of the great staircase, 
when there came a rumour from the smoking-room 
that one of the ammonia tanks, situated just forward of 
the engine-room, had burst, and that the deadly fumes 
resulting were stifling the steerage passengers and 
some of the stokers' mess. For a little while no one 
paid much heed to the affair, but it was noticed that all 
the officers went forwatd, and presently those in the 
smoking-room who had been foremost in treating 
the matter as a jest ran out gasping and crying that 
everyone would be suffocated Soon the stinging 
breath of the ammonia came aft as a blast from a 
chemical furnace ; and women, who had been but an 
instant before passive spectators of an unwonted 
activity, rose in dread alarm, magnifying the danger 
and terrified because there seemed no way of escape 
from it The captain himself — a splendid Scotch- 
man, by the name of Ross — Shearing of the panic, 
came aft to reassure the scattering groups and to ask 
for doctors^ 

" Keep your seats 1 Keep your seats I " he cried, 
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in a tone which brought the men to their senses and 
the women lo con&dence. " The ammonia tank has 
burst, and you're getting a breath of it There's no 
danger, ladies — none at all. Doctor Fletcher is with 
the poor people forward, and he'd be glad of any 
assistance if we have doctors aboard. The wind 
will put us straight again in ten minutes, please 
God." 

He hurried back again to direct the work, and 
when he bad gone the coughing and oying and 
gasping were made lighter by the jests of brave 
women and the activity of ready men. Jessie, in* 
deed, like a true child of America, could not resist 
her desire to see something of that which was actually 
passing upon the scene of action ; and, in spite of the 
burning air and the actual danger of collapse, she 
climbed to the upper deck and so looked down upon 
the fo'castle. And there she saw the Rc^ue, coming 
up from the stiflii^ depths with a woman in his arms. 
Delaying merely to ascertain whether the rescued 
were ahve or dead, he went headlong down the com- 
panion again, and presently emei^ed with a second 
and a third victim of the mishap. His activity and 
tempered courage earned the admiration even of the 
officers and crew. Men who put their heads below 
the deck came up sta^rering and faint to declare that 
it was the mouth of helL They protested the im- 
possibility of any human being living down there fw 
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three minutes tc^ether; but Murray West brushed 
them aside while they talked, and was first into the 
terrible pit where the vapour choked the throat and 
the fumes were like add in the lungs. They said 
next day that he had brought ten poor creatures to 
the deck, three of whom were dead; but he would 
hear no more on the subject, and was obviously ill 
at ease when the captain thanked him at the dinner 
table. 

Jessie watched this scene from the security of the 
upper deck, where a cooler breeze of night freshened 
the atmo^here and beat off the heavy gasea It 
was not morbid curiosity alone which kept her there, 
for her nature was inherently sympathetic; and al* 
though, had she probed the truth, it might have told 
her that she was really fascinated by a man's braveiy 
and resource, she could yet excuse herself upon a 
plea of frank utility and a desire to help those who 
suffered While others were exclaiming fearfully or 
running away to their cabins and hiding themselves, 
or confessing that they could not look, Jessie went 
down quietly to her state-room and obtained all the 
rugs and wraps upon which she could lay her hands. 
Armed thus, she returned to the middle deck and 
began to offer her assbtance. Some of the women 
had been snatched absolutely from their bunks; 
others were but lightly clad and shivering in the 
fresh night wind. Jessie wrapped them in such warm 
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cloaks as she had, and sent the idlers among the men 
ruoning for others. Her awakened interest absorbed 
itself in a pleasure which was absolutely new to her. 
Here she was, a miDioiiaire's pampered daughter, 
who, perhaps, had never stooped to one real act of 
womanly self-sacrifice in her life ; here she was, 
regardless of her fifty-guinea gown, kneeling on a 
dirty deck, as active as any nurse from a hospital and 
more gentle than many of those worthy women. 
Now covering up a trembling girl, now putting 
brandy to the lips of a coal-grimed stoker, she was 
thinking all the time that this was a nobler phase of 
life than any she had known. Murray West, the 
Rc^e, caught her in the act and encouraged her. 
She ans\vered him without a thought of the validity 
of those particular circumstances. 

" I should get her to a cabin," he said, when she 
had covered up a fragile-looking woman who sat 
apart trembling, but without complaint " It will be 
all right downstairs directly, but they must blow the 
fumes out first The captain says he will have bunks 
made up in the second class." 

" She can come to my state-room," rephed Jeesie, 
without raising her head. " My uncle's cabin is not 
occupied. He could not come with us. Ill take hei 
there right now. What are we going to do for the 
poor stokers?" 

" They are going to dose them with a little cold 
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water and some whisky afterwards. Don't worry 
about the mea Whisky's the specific They'll be 
swearing about it in ten minutes' time/' 

He offered his arm to the poor woman and led 
her away to the vacant state-room. The work of 
rescue had been completed by this time, and it was 
known throughout the ship that the accident had 
cost the lives of two of the crew and three of the 
passengers. Men who had done nothing flocked 
together in the smoking-room and talked about it. 
Waiters were carrying cocktails and longer " quench- 
ers " even after the dawn had broken upon a sleepy 
sea; while upon the promenade deck timid women, 
afraid of their cabins, moved like spectres in the 
morning mists. Jessie was one of these, though it 
was not fear which kept her from her bed The 
scene still troubled and excited her imagination ; the 
daylight did not wholly banish that vignette wherein 
th^ lanterns had flashed their light upon the faces of 
the living and the dead - She admitted to herself 
that she was glad when Murray West came up to 
her. He had lent his heavy overcoat to a stoker, but 
he did not seem to feel the bitter wind 

**yfe\V* he asked, crossing the deck to her side 
directly he perceived her, *' and how's the patient ? " 

"She's sleeping," said Jessie. "She only woke 
up once, and that was to ask for her sewing-machine." 

"The habit of her slavery. She is thinking of 
£ 
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her daily bread Observe the beauty of modem 
drilisation. These people die with sewing-machines 
in their hands. It was a cross onu, but that was 
a long time ago." 

" I shall do something for her in England," said 
Jessie decidedly. 

" You are doing something to-night — giving her 
your sleep, it appears." 

" No, I won't claim that I couldn't sleep. I saw 
the thing all over again — the woman who died in 
your arms. I vrant to tell you that I thought it very 
brave of yoo " 

" Nonsense 1 You want me to tell you Uiat you 
acted weQ. Isn't that it ? You didn't lose your head, 
and now you feel very proud of it" 

Jessie stamped her foot with indignatioa 

"You are the rudest man I ever met in all my 
life." 

" Then you should be glad to have sailed in this 
ship. Experience is useful Think how many times, 
when you are at a loss over the dinner-table^ you can 
b^in with the ' rudest man.' He was a card-sharper 
on the Jersty City, you will say. You lifted your 
skirts to let him pass while orthodoxy in a mufder 
and a shawl guffawed Which reminds me — Israel 
kept to its tents, I see. Your parson snored right 
throi^h. Ah, what a type for the blessed s^KKa- 
lypse 1 " 
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** You know nothing of Mr. Trew, and are unjust 
to him. Men don't believe anything nowadays, and 
so th^ talk about the ministers.'' 

And then she added, upon an impulse of 
temper: 

*" I'm sure he's a better man than you are.** 

** The very reason for which I quarrel with him. 
Here's a brand for the burning all ready to his hand, 
and what does he do? Snatch it out? Not a bit 
of it He goes downstairs for his morning glass of 
soda-water and leaves you to stir the fire. I>o you 
think a man of that kind ever saved a human soul? 
I don't" 

" You are very gloomy to-night" 

^'Oh. I leave the gaiety to you. If women did 
not laugh, death would be intolerable. It's because 
you're shallow that you throw off these impressions so 
quickly. No woman grieves long, except for a lover 
or childrea The/ve little heart outside their own 
affinities." 

Jessie was quite silent She turned from him, 
but not so quickly that the tear upon her cheek was 
hiddea 

~ Why do you say that? " she asked, in a choking 
voioei 

** Because I am a f ooL Yes ; I was forgotten by 
a woman once, and I have never forgiven or for- 
gotten in my turn. Come, you have a sorrow. I 




i* RED MORN. 

Spoke like a brute. Try to think that I am not really 
unsympathetic" 

" I am sure of it," said Jessie, who would not have 
believed it possible that a voice so bard and cold 
could melt in a moment and become gentle and win- 
ning as that of a diild. " It's so easy to vround, and 
so difficult to heal Oh, yes, you didn't stop to think. 
Men are just like that If they can say a clever 
thing, they don't care who sufFeis." 

" I deserve to be scolded. Won't you tell me of 
your sorrow. Miss GoWing?" 

He had never addressed her by her name before. 
This new manner was difficult to resist Jessie had 
just determined that she would tell him nothing of 
her own story when she discovered herself telling 
liim everything. True sympathy is as wine to the 
tongue. Jessie delighted in the recital 

" Excepting my father, who is dearer to me than 
anything in the world, I never loved but one man 
in my life," she said ; " that was my brother Lionel 
I don't think I really understood what death meant 
before Lionel died. Oh, it was like the end of my 
world. Everythii^ was changed ; there wasn't a 
pleasure I had which I could enjoy ^;ain. If I 
walked in the street I used to remember how he 
walked with me, and say, 'Never more!' The 
littlest thing could bring back to me some word or 
thought of his, I loved him so! We weren't rich 
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then, and Lionel was away in Jackson City. He 
died there. I remember the time so welL They 
came to tell us in the night I heard my father's 
voice, and I ran down to him. One doesn't believe 
or miderstand it all at first I think weeks passed 
before I knew that it was all the trutht and that I 
should never see my brother again. Sometimes, even 
now, when I am at home, I wake in the middle of 
the night and fancy that Lionel is sleeping in his 
own room. I'm sure he is near me oftea We may 
beUeve that of the dead, may we not ? " 

^I am convinced that we may. There are very 
few, I am sure, who do not, even if it be but once in 
a lifetime, hear some voice from the unseen world 
The sure knowledge that we do is the greatest argu- 
ment for immortality with which I am acquainted 
Believe that your brother Lionel is very near you in 
sorrow and in joy. It is no miracle which makes our 
love eternal — ^for love is nature, and nature forbids 
it to perish" 

They both fell to a silence of reverie, and so 
watched the great gold sun leap up above the grey 
swell and spread its arc in yellow splendour. The 
long waves caught up their colour, and were deeply 
green in that spreading arc of light Shadows upon 
the ship became men and women, afraid no longer, 
but welcoming the day. 

"Your brother died in Jackson City?" Murray 
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continued anon. ''Are you altogether acquainted 
with the circumstances of his death?" 

Jessie looked up with flashing eyes. 

"He was killed in a quarrel," she said "My 
father has spent thousands of pounds tryii^ to find 
the man who shot him. Oh, if we only knew I If 
we only knew the name! To think that he goes 
unpunished while my brother is dead! But it will 
not be always. I am sure that we shall know some 
day." 

"And that man will never obtain your for- 
giveness ? " 

Her blue eyes faced him without flinching. 

" If I knew the man," she said, " I would never 
sleep again until he had been punished I could kill 
him myself! Don't stare at me so! You don't 
know what I have suffered ! You can't know I " 

She buried her face in her hands. Murray 
watched her for a little while, as thoi^h hesitating, 
and then, without another word, he left her to her 
grief. 



CHAPTER V. 

THE RING AND THE MAN. 

Two conversations, momentous to the stories of two 
passengers upon the steamer Jersey City are here- 
after recorded: {a) as the pedagc^es say» the con- 
versation between Murray West and his friend. 
Hubert Laidlaw, in their ** inside" cabin upon the 
main deck ; and (ji) the brief interview between one 
Richard Marx and Jessie Golding, a stranger to him» 
at the moment when a steward jangled his bell for 
lunch. Let us take them in that orderi and hear 
Murray West to begin with. 

He had slept but a couple of hours since he left 
Jessie upon the deck, and, a little irritable for want 
of sleep, he returned to his cabin after breakfast, and 
began to search it thoroughly for some object which 
he missed Considerate, usually, for the feelings of 
others, he showed little consideration upon this par- 
ticular morning, but rooted here and rooted there, 
until his companion, the Lamb, started angrily from 
his pillow and asked him what the devil he was 
making such a noise about Murray answered him 
with a word which sent Laidlaw's head down upon 
the sheet again and brought an exclamation to hi« 
fip& 
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" I've lost the ring, Hubert" 

"The ring? What ring?" 

" His ring. You don't want me to name him." 

" Am I never to hear anything but his name ? " 

" You are reaping, Hubert ; but I must find the 
ring." 

"Ohidamnl Let me sleep;" 

He turned his face to the wall and drew the 
clothes over his head Murray continued the search' 
with a woman's dihgence ; he was not at all surprised 
when Laidlaw sat up again and asked him another 
question. 

"What time is it?" 

" Look at your vratch" 

" It's stopped Say, my bead's like a tt^. Won't 
you send me a brandy and soda in ? " 

" Not a spoonful Get up and breathe. Try the 
fresh-air cure. Really, you are a dreadful diild 
Hubert" 

" Perhaps so ; periiaps not Well see in England 
Have you got it, then — the ring, I mean?" 

" Na I must have dropped it when the tank 
burst Don't you see it's awkward ? I can't advertise 
it." 

"You mean that she'd get to know. Well, let 
her. Who cares?" 

Murray sat on his bunk and looked forward into 
space vacantly, as a man who dreams. 
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^ I care/* he said quietly. 

"What, for a little Boston doll? No. not you, 
Murray. You're too devcr.*' 

"Men are never dever in their relations with 
women. The lesson dates from Adam, Hubert" 

"Oh, hang I Adam wasn't stone-broke I He 
wasn't divorced." 

" You are thinking of this man, Eastry." 

" Of course I am." 

" Shell never marry him, Hubert" 

"Who says so?" 

"I say so." 

"Great Scott — ^no! And what's to become of 
me?" 

" Oh, you'll find your land legs by that time. A 
man can't go on always as you are going on. I think 
England will do you good I hope it will give you 
something to live for — self-respect, honour, self-com- 
mand Don't you see, Hubert, how very different 
your life might be ? " 

" Ha! you say so, old black gown ! " 

" But it is so." 

" When you are with me ** 

"A nurse is necessary when a man is sick. 
When he is well he goes out into the sunlight; 
the very sight of her apron-strings is hateful to 
him. You'll work well enough without me in 
England" 
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" Perhaps ; if the Devil lets me get so far. Uul, 
say, are you serious about Jessie Golduig 7 " 

" Do I look hke a love-lorn fool f " 

" Not quite ; but looks don't count when a man's 
that way. Su[^se she gets to boar about Lionel f " 

" I shall tell her myself at the prc^r time." 

"Not about me? Good God I Murray, you 
wouldn't do that ? " 

" Oh, of course. Tell her the whole story, so that 
we may both find ourselves in a pohce-court Yes, 
I'm the very man to do that" 

" I know you're not ; but she may hear all the 
same. You won't advertise this rii% now; you 
wouldn't take such a risk." 

" I shall put a notice oa the board, and say that 
it may be returned to the purser. No one will know 
then, and you may imagine th^ I shan't wear.it again 
on the ship^" 

"That's right It isn't safe. And, say, can't I 
have just a thimbleful?" 

"Yes. Where's the water-bottled I should 
drink about a pint if I were yoa" 

He continued the search as though the ring were 
precious and of great concern to him. He would not 
have lost it, he told himself, for a hundred pounds. 



The Bantam, standing for the pedagt^ue's (6), 
read the brief paper upon the public notice boani 
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and went from giotip to groap about the deck asking 
everyone if he or she had found a linger ring. When 
he came to the Rev. St John Trew and to Jessie 
at the parser's side, he consented to take a chair and 
to speak of it 

"Somebod/s lost a ring/' he said ^I don't 
exactly know, but I think it must be our friend the 
Rogue." 

" In which case it was probably stolen," said the 
vicar cheerfully. 

"Ohl" said Jessie. "You would think that 
What sort of a ring is it, Mr. Bentham — a lady's .' " 

"He preserves a secrecy which is open to sus- 
picion. I should not be surprised to hear that hearts 
were crossed in pearls and turquoises." 

" You don't know anything about it," cried Jessie 
savagely. "I don't believe it's his ring at alL'* 

" No more do I, though it's in his hand-writing— 
I mean the notice on the board" 

" A mean, cramped, hang-dc^ fist, 111 wager," put 
in the vicar. 

" There was nothing mean, cramped or hang-dog 
about what he did last night," persisted Jessie, angry 
in defence. "He was saving lives while you were 
snoring in your beds." 

The vicar coughed lightly and changed the 
subject 

" I hope I don't snore," he said unctuously. " In- 
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deed, my dieams would be greatly disturbed if I 
thought so. We must really have a collection for 
these poor people, Miss Goldiog. The voyage 
threatens to prove quite an unlucky one. I should 
most humbly surest that I address our fellow- 
passengers in the saloon, and that the offertory be 
collected afterwards. We must do what we can — our 
religion teaches us that" 

" I suppose you will head the list with a hundred 
pounds ? " exclaimed the Bantam, who had lofty 
views when other people's subscriptions were con- 
cemed. The vicar almost rose from his chair in 
alarm. 

"A hundred pounds I God bless me, I don't 
think I have a hundred pounds in the world, Mr, 
Bentham. No, no ; it is not for the Church to give 
— that is the cherished privtl^e of the laity. Each 
in his own sphere — the priest in the pulpit and the 
churchwarden in the aisle: I should say that the 
list be first offered to others. Who am I to head it ? " 

"111 give five hundred dollars," said Jessie to 
relieve his embarrassment " You can pay it for me, 
Mr. Bentham. I've got a purse, I know ; but it's 
somewhere between my shoes and the middle of my 
back. When are you going to begin, vicar? I'm 
sure you talk beautifully. Don't you remember you 
said so when you called yourself a r<^e ? " 

The vicar beamed upon her. 
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" You must prepare a little platform for me/' he 
said " I don't suppose we can get any flowers, but 
these from the dinner-tables will do. We might 
have singing afterwards and then a little collec- 
tion. I suppose it will be wise to get the captain's 
consent Tell him, please, that I do not wish to 
push myself forward in any way, but if any word 
of mine " 

** Can catch the nimble dollar. There ! Isn^t that 
vulgar, vicar ? Aunt Eva says I must not say ' nimble 
dollar' when we get to Monkton Castle. Do you 
think it is very bad ? " 

"It is not Shakespearean, certainly." 

" And is my -fianci Shakespearean ? " 

" Hum ! I should say that he is rather a disciple 
of Rabelais ; but, of course, the literary tastes of our 
aristocracy are not always easy to understand" 

" Especially when they read the What is it 

— that pink pap^r with all the ftmny little stories in 
it, you know ? What do they call it ? " 

" God bless me ! " said the vicar, betrayed beyond 
repair. "She means the Pink *Un** 

The Bantam laughed immoderately and with an 
indelicacy which did not help a good man in his 
dilemma. It was about the hour for the morning 
glass of soda-water, and the two men made their 
excuses presently and went down, as the vicar said, 
to see the possibilities in the way of a platform and 
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Rowen. Jessie told him once that the second word 
be ever spoke as a baby was " one word more," and 
certainly few remembered the occasion when an 
economy of words had troubled him. Even before 
the temptation of the soda-water, he must hark back 
to the missing ring. 

" Be sure and find out «^o has had a ring stolen," 
he said gaily, as he buttoned his coat for the important 
business in band " We shall write a new Gaborian 
together, you and I, before we have done. Miss 
Golding." 

" Aod put your portrait on the cover just to let 
them know what dreadful things are inside," cried 
Jessie ^itefully. 

Her bouts with the parson invariably eitded in her 
victory, and, perhaps because of her triumphs over 
him, he returned to her side again and again. Few 
of the others upon the ship did not tire her. More 
than once she had left that " old dear " the publisher 
at the most exciting moment of a dissertation upon 
the latest German philosopher. The one lord whom 
they had shipped to their honour passed happy days 
exdianging masterpieces of wit with the Casino com- 
pany. Jessie added new words to her dictionary 
while she listened to his lordship's classic tongue, and 
some of these puzzled her greatly. 

"What is a 'blighter'?" she asked the Bantam 
one day. 
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He answered vaguely that a "* blighter '' is a man 
iR^o blightSw 

" Then would you call the vicar that ? ** 

"Heaven forbid! It is a term of endearment 
common to golfers and other frivolous persons." 

"Are those card-players 'blighters'?" 

" Whom do you mean — the RogUe? " 

** No ; the others. The man out of the wilderness 
—Richard Marx.'' 

*' I have not carefully considered the point Are 
you interested in his abilities ? " 

"I? Why, no. As if I could be! He is inter* 
ested in mine, though. Wherever I go I find him 
waiting for me. Do you think he wants me to play 
cards?" 

" An older game. Miss Golding. Til ask him his 
intentions if you like." 

"Tell him to go away back and sit down. I'm 
sore he thinks I belong to him." 

" Manna in the desert He most certainly think 
you feU out of Heaven." 

" Perhaps I did, and thaf s why they won't let me 
stop in America." 

The Bantam turned a phrase nicely, and hence- 
forth paid more attention to the Jew than he had 
been doing. It was quite evident, as Jessie said, that 
Richard Marx watched her closely wherever she 
went ; indeed, he shadowed her assiduously, and more 



curiosities of the board upon the staircas 
took advantage of the vicar's temporary abs 
Jessie's side» and actually dared to introdu 
She had observed him hovering about hei 
time, but now, when the men had gone 
crossed the deck with short, shufiBing strides 
toward the girl until his black beard almo! 
her pretty hat. 

** I beg your pardon, miss," he began, 
say that someone has lost a ring?" 

"Oh," cried Jessie, startled; "but 
don't know anything about it Wh> 
ask me ? " 

''I thought I heard — ^you won't min< 
you? — ^well, I thought I heard that gentl 
the red necktie — not the dei^yman, but t 
I thought I heard him say someone had ] 
You'll think it a liberty, I suppose; but 
I've found a ring, and he's lost one, and t% 
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" Why don't you ask Mr. Bentham right now ? " 
she exclaimed 

The Jew stooped yet more> and showed her some* 
thing bright in the hollow of his hand. 

" Because — ^you won't think it a liberty, will you ? 
— ^well, this ring that was lost, I believe you have seen 
it before.'* 

He flashed it before her, and then let it fall into 
the lap of her dress. It was not a pretentious ring ; 
nothing, in fact, but a broad band of gold set with 
a single turquoise. Jessie knew the ring so well. 
Her eyes were dim when she looked at it 

"Yes," she said slowly. "I have seen that ring 
before, Mr. Marx." 

" And you know the owner of it, then — ^you know 
him?" 

••If I did ^" 

She stopped abruptly. Her cheeks flushed crim* 
soa Now, for the first time, she knew the meaning 
of that message. 

"Do you mean ^" she asked 

" That the man who shot your brother is on board 
this ship. Yes ; I mean that. Miss Golding." 

He did not wait for her answer, but slouched 
away as he had come. Meanwhile, the vicar of Sack- 
ville Street appeared suddenly at the stair's head, and, 
espying Jessie where he had left her, hastened to his 
seat with a joyous exclamatioa 
F 
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" Ha! *• he cried ; " my good angel lingers, thea** 
Jessie rose from her chair and walked away with- 
out uttering a single word. The vicar stared after 
her in wounded astonishment. 

** America has no respect for age or sex," he said 
dolefully. 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE ACCIDENT. 

There were very few of the Jersey Ciiys passengers 
upon her decks when the accident befel her — for it 
chanced that the vicar of Sackville Street was then 
delivering an impassioned oration in the saloon, and 
many hung upon the words of so worthy a man. 
Give him his due, the Rev. St John Trew knew how to 
appeal to an audience such as this. Jessie declared 
that if it had not been for the stewards carrying 
glasses, she might have beheved herself in some 
fashionable church. The great gilded dome of the 
saloon, the organ in the gallery, the upturned faces, 
the soft Ughts ; above all, the preacher's saintly face 
and his mellow periods, contributed to the impressions 
of a striking scene. And this was to say nothing of 
the flowers upon the platform* The vicar certainly 
knew the precise tints which suited his pasty com- 
plexion. '^ I don't go well with geraniums," he had 
said Jessie quite agreed with him. 

His oration, we bear witness, was as eloquent as 
it was pathetic He began in a pleasant, even jocular 
veia It was not good for man, he said, to bestir 
himself after dinner. The greatest minds gave up 
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that pleasant hour to the club, the theatre, the home 
life, perhaps even to certain reflections upon the cook 
and the menu. He asked them to do none of these 
things. The dinner had be«i excellent (" Hear, 
hear," from the Bantam.) There would be many 
charmii^ ladies ready to entertain them before the 
lights were out (applause from the lord of the Casino 
girls), but, in the meantime, he would urge his claim 
upon their attention and their sympathy. Changing 
his tone by an effective modulation, the vicar reminded 
them that in the midst of life we are in death. Men 
and women had died yesterday under circumstances 
which must bring home to them the reality and the 
inevitableness of the eternal truths. What claim had 
they to the mercy which had been shown to them? 
Why were those taken, and these left ? Was it not 
that they might minister to the necessities of the 
weak and the helpless, unloose the purse-strings of 
their hearts, and take upon them those worldly 
burdens ? The vicar convinced himself that it was. 

" We, in our pleasures," he went on, " stand 
shoulder to shoulder with the awful mystery, but are 
unconscious of his presence and heedless of his warn- 
ings. Reflect but a moment, my friends," he said, 
"how Divine Providence is watching over us even 
while I speak to yoa I do not know how many 
thousands of miles we stand from the nearest land, 
but I do know that the great lonely sea is all about 
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us, that its waters wash the faces of the unnumbered 
dead who have been its toll since the world began ; 
and I ask what goodness of our Master keeps us 
from that ? Why are we spared ? How and for what 
does the light of the Divine Countenance still shine 
upon us? But one plank/' said the vicar, pointing 
dramatically to the floor beneath him, " but one plank 
between eternity and you who hear me. Is not that 
a dreadful thought ? Are we wise to put it from us ? " 
He paused, catching an observation from the 
chief engineer, who took the opportunity to remark 
that the ship was double-bottomed and of good 
Sheffield steel; but the officer was called to the 
engine-room before the speaker could remonstrate, 
and, heaving a sigh of relief, the vicar nerved himself 
for a final impassioned appeal He was in the very 
throes of a touching harangue, when everyone became 
aware that the throb of the great pistons had ceased 
for the first time since the Jersey City steamed from 
New York Harbour. If this occurrence occasioned 
no alarm, it at least excited curiosity, and sent many 
shamelessly to the decks above. Sovereigns and 
banknotes, it is true, were tossed into the silver salad- 
bowl which the chief steward had thoughtfully dis- 
played on the crimson cloth before the platform ; but 
few waited for the development of the "plank" 
motet ; ' and even the Rev. St. John himself turned 
a little pale and began to hesitate for words. His 
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flock had become plainly demoralised, and he himself 
was in no better case. The desire to know sent all 
thoughts to the decks above, and there the vicar 
betook himself ultimately with no little pleasure. 

'' What is it, Bentham ? What has happened ? '* 
he asked that well-groomed little man, directly he had 
breath to speak. The Bantain, grown important upon 
the occasion, addressed his answer to quite a numerous 
audience. 

'' Oh, it's just nothing — nothing at alL Don't you 
be alarmed, ladies ; you take your cue from me The 
what-do-you-call-it has broken, and the engineers are 
putting in another. We'll be running again in an 
hour — won't we, engineer? " 

A young engineer, black and grimy, and carrying 
a spanner in his hand, laughed very rudely when the 
Bantam spoke 

"That's so," he said. "We've broken the pro- 
peller shaft, and the chiefs getting a new one out 
of his waistcoat pocket It's all right, ladies." 

" There, I told you so," said the Bantam. " Just 
a ten-minutes' job. I say, girls, suppose we get up 
a dance. There's nothing like it if you don't want 
to bother — ^is there. Miss James ? " 

The Casino girl thus addressed declared that she 
doted upon waltzing; while the little man, for his 
part, hurried from group to group, reassuring every- 
one, and leaving laughter behind him. Meanwhile, 
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the vicar, not a little nervous and very desirous of 
company, asked many for news of Jessie, and went 
wandering about the deck until he found her at last 
in the shadow of the wheel-house, and was not a little 
chagrined to discover that her companion was the 
Rogue. 

" Come," he cried, a little reproachfully, " weren't 
you At my meeting, then ? " 

" How can you be so ungrateful ? Why, I was the 
first to cry, vicar." 

" Dear me, dear me ! Of course, I remember now. 
You sat under the organ with Mr. Bentham. I 
thought there was a good deal of noise in that quarter 
of the roonL" 

"Oh, yes; we were moved, you know. Some 
of the men had to send for cocktails to prevent 
breaking down altogether. Oh, why, vicar, why do 
men want such a lot of keeping up? Is it because 
they are the stronger sex? " 

Murray West ventiured to join in, unasked. 

" It's not their fault," he said. " The first woman 
asked them to have something, and they've been on 
the look*out for it ever since." 

The vicar coughed his displeasure, and turned 
designedly to Jessie. 

" I believe," he said, with the tone and authority 
of an expert, "that we have broken our propeller 
shaft So far as I understand the circumstances, we 
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must drift at the mercy of wind and tide; it may 
be for some hours. The situation is undoubtedly 
very dangerous." 

"Just as dangerous as a game of croquet in tlie 
dark," cried Murray, with a little laugh. And then 
he said, " I hope you've made your will, vicar." 

'' God bless me ! Do you really think there's any 
necessity for such an extreme measure? But you 
are only joking, surely." 

Murray leaned over the rail and watched the 
rolUng swell Weird rays of light from open port- 
holes caught the foam caps and sprayed them with 
changing jewels as of aqua-marine and the frotli of 
emeralds. In the hollows of the waves the water 
was intensely dark and green and surging, and the 
helpless steamer sagged to the Atlantic swell likt 
some mighty log swept suddenly beyond human 
control Upon the deck itself men and women stood 
in Uttle groups to discuss the trouble and laugh at it 
An aureole of Ught from the great staircase showed 
the white shawls nestling about white necks, and the 
ashen faces of those who stood in the glare of the 
quivering beams. A girl's voice rang high and shrill 
in an interval of seas ; the captain paced the bridge 
with the impatient step of one who suffers anxieties. 

Murray West continued to watch the ebb and flow 
of the swell for some minutes before he answered the 
parson. His thoughts seemed to have passed from 
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the ship to the far horizon which the moon's beams 
discovered When he spoke he raised himself to his 
full height with a nervous gesture habitual to him. 

" Joking ? Oh, yes ; it's quite a matter for joking. 
Listen to those hammers, vicar. They are wielded 
by the men who regard a broken shaft as the best 
fun possible. If you'll step along, they'll be glad for 
you to read Punch to them. I don't suppose we can 
drift about here for more than three days witiiout 
running into something. Humorous, isn't it?" 

The vicar's face blanched, though the dim light 
befriended him. ^ 

"Do you seriously say that this is an accident 
which cannot be repaired ? " 

"They'll tell you when they locate the mischief. 
What can be done at sea will be done by these Red 
Star engineers, for a handier lot don't sail They 
mended the shaft of the Atlantic City^ you remember, 
and brought her only five days late into Queenstown 
after just such a mess as this. It all depends where 
the shaft has broken. If the chief guesses rightly, 
the propeller itself has gone overboard You'll have 
to sail with two engines next time, vicar, if you wish 
to keep further away from Paradise than you are 
to-night" 

The Rev. St John did not tmderstand three words 
of it ; but the unorthodox account of their position 
alarmed him still further. 
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"Have we no sails, thea?" he asked 

Murray shook his head and pointed to the stanipy 
masts of the Jersey City. 

"What s^ls can you bend to those? Your 
pocket-handkerchief and my pyjamas perhaps. Don't 
talk about sails if you wish to see London inside a 
month. Red Star boats aren't built for sails ; they're 
built for show pass^^es and hustlii^ millionaires. 
Shall I put you in the latter cat^ory, vicar ? " 

" God bless me, what a man it is I You don't tell 
me, sir, that we shall drift about here until some 
passing ship comes to our help ? " 

" I do tell you that identical fact If the en- 
gineers are unable to repair the shaft, we are as 
helpless as an empty barrel in a duckpond. The 
sister ship Boston City passed us yesterday. We 
may go a day and we may go &ve before help is 
found. I'm sorry for your flock if it is waitii^ for 
you, vicar." 

" My flock is in no hurry. It is the ladies I am 
thinking of. Consider the case of Miss Golding here ; 
she is about to be married on her arrival in London. 
We must all feel very sorry for her." 

Jessie, who had been standing a few paces apart, 
heard her own name instantly and came nearer. 

" Why are you sorry for me, Mr. Trew? " 

" You must ask Lord Eastry, Miss Golding."* 

" Oh, that Yes, it's tragic, isn't it Not to be 
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present at one's own wedding! Well, I suppose 
they'll call it Americaa But I can't swim there, can 
I, vicar?** 

The vicar shuddered at the notion. 

"We will hope for the best," he said suavely. 
" Absence ifiakes the heart grow fonder, you know.*' 

"Please spare me. I think mth Mr. West; it*s 
really very awfuL" 

"Nothing less than a calamity,** said West "I 
will tell the chief, and he'll work miracles. Here 
they are, coming to see what is the matter with the 
propeller. I suppose they will clear us all out Pas- 
sengers are dreadfully in the way when there is any 
trouble on a ship. Let us help them by taking our- 
selves off. We could see everything from the upper 
deck. Miss Golding.** 

Jessie assented willingly, and preceded Murray 
up the ladder to the high deck beneath the bridge. 
The vicar, meanwhile, put himself, as he said, into the 
hands of Providence and the smoking-room steward, 
who brought him a brandy-and-soda, and regaled 
him with horrible tales of stranded ships. upon whidi 
the chaplains had first been eaten by hungry and 
exasperated crews. 

The scene upon the promenade deck became 
more animated every moment, and when a number 
of engineers trooped aft to the poop, and there fitted 
up a powerful electric search light, the drama of the 
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night and its possible significance appalled the timid 
with a new suggestioa The surging water about 
the steamer now glowed with a radiating silver 
iridescence beautiful to see. Patches of light and 
shadow revealed or hid the anxious faces of the tire- 
less engineers. Women, half masked by lace wraps 
and waterproofs, watched the work, and in their 
hearts prayed for its success ; and everywhere upon 
the steamer, even among the hardiest of the crew, 
an air of busy alertness forbade questions or dictated 
impatient answers. All would be well in an hour or 
so, the seamen said None knew or would so much 
as think that the Jersey City was making her last 
voyage, and that before three days had passed she 
would be at the bottom of that ocean she had crossed 
so often and defied so valiantly. 

" It's a splendid night," said Murray, when he had 
followed Jessie to the upper deck and found her a 
seat whence she could watch the scene below as upon 
the stage of a theatre. " This ability to do some- 
thing material always appeals to me, perhaps because 
I am so helpless myself. Civilisation makes us very 
dependent upon others. Adam, if you think of it, 
must have been quite a Robinson Crusoe in his way. 
He couldn't call a gardener in to tie up his French 
beans, and he certainly was not troubled by a pltmd- 
ber's bill. Look at those fellows down there — ^what 
fine specimens! And every man could make you 
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something out of a bar of steel which I couldn't 
make if my life depended upon it. You especially 
ought to think well of them, Miss Golding. Their 
skill is turning your tragedy into an excellent comedy. 
They understand, perhaps, the importance of a 
woman being in time for her own wedding." 

" Why do you call me a woman, Mr. West ? Do 
I look so very old ? " 

"A general term. I regard you as already 
married" 

" Thank you. And this is your wedding call ? " 

" Oh, no. I haven't the sUghtest desire to come 
to your house. When a woman — shall we continue 
to say woman? — gathers up her skirts while a man 
goes by, she certainly does not wish to see him at 
her soiries musicales. I shall keep as far away from 
you as I can." 

'* That's polite of you— oh, just so polite ! And 
do you really think I did gather up my skirts ? *' 

"Charmingly; I haven't seen anything prettier 
for a long time. It reminded me of a picture in 
last year's Salon — ^'Mademoiselle D6daigneuse.' I 
wish you would go on with it" 

" Tell me, how did you see last year's Salon ? " 

^ In a dollar picture-book in Jackson City." 

"Jackson City? Why, you know Jackson City, 
then?" 

•' I lived there three years." 
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" Then you must have met my brother Lionel ? " 

Her face had grown serious at the question, and 
for the first time since he had been acquainted with 
her he could not meet her steadfast gaze. 

" Yes," he said very slowly, " I knew your brother 
Lionel" 

Jessie did not pursue the instant advantage which 
this response gave her. 

" I want to tell you something," she said " I'm 
sure it's right to tell you. I've been dreadfully 
troubled all day. I must speak to someone about it. 
Please look at this ring. I think you have seen it 
before. It was my brother's ring. Mr. Marx, your 
friend, brought it to me this morning. He did not 
say that you lost it, but Mr. Bentham thinks you did 
Will you please tell me the whole truth? We shall 
never understand each other until you do." 

She had been fumbling in the bosom of her dress 
while she spoke, and having discovered what she 
wanted there, she put the ring which he had lost 
yesternight into his hand and waited for his answer. 
His unusual perturbation in some way spoke for him 
already, but he made one last effort to avoid candour, 
and was not at all surprised at his failure. 

" Miss Golding," he said, " will you trust me if I 
ask you to do so 7 '' 

" I am trusting you now." 

" That ring is mine. It was given to me by your 
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{/.So.) 
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brother Lionel just before he died I was with him 
to the end If he had lived, I think he would have 
told you that I was his friend I can say no more. 
I have no right to say more, and it is only to you, his 
sister, that I would say as much. If you do not 
wish our ways to part, please let us leave it there. 
It is a very sad story, and I would have both of us 
forget it if we caa Sometimes, I think, our only 
duty to the dead is to forget everything but our love 
for them« I shall never part with your brother's ring, 
but I have fdready forgotten the day which gave it to 
me. I would have you help me to do that." 

Jessie listened with grave astonishment. 

"Why should I not speak of my brother?** she 
exclaimed at last " Oh, I am sure that Lionel never 
did anything of which I should be ashamed Why 
do you insinuate that he did? '* 

" I insinuate nothing ; I am merely anticipating 
your questions. An unlucky chance and a scoundrel 
have put me at this disadvantage. I cannot help it 
I must hold my tongue.'* 

"You should have done that to begin with. If 
you were the only man with Lionel when he died, 
you know how he died My father and I have a right 
to hear that We have a right to hear the name of his 
murderer." 

" He was not murdered, believe me.'* 

" It is for you to prove it to us.*' 
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*' I fail to see any obligation." 

Jessie uttered a low cry. 

"You know the name of the man, and yet you 
keep it from us." 

" I shall always keep it from you." 

"Then it is your own name — ^you, you! I 
shouldn't have been so blind It was you! Deny 
it if you caa" 

" I do deny it It was not I. Your suspicion is 
worthy of a woman. I think we might leave the 
matter there." 

Jessie clenched her hands together and looked 
at him with blazii^ eye& 

"I don't believe you. I don't believe you are 
telling me the truth." 

A nervous smile crossed Murray's face. 

"That is a question for your own discretion," 
he said. " You will scarcely expect me to argue the 
point." 

" Then tell me who it was." 

" I decline most absolutely." 

" Mr. West " she said, " I cannot force you, but 
one who has such a secret can never be my friend" 

"Never is a word of infinite meaning. I must 
be patient, Miss Golding." 

" It is not a question of patience, but of justice. 
Lionel was shot by a coward I have the right to 
know his name." 
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"You will not hear it from me." 

"Then friendship between us is impossible I 
must decline your further acquaintance." 

" As you wilL I was prepared for that Perhaps 
I think that I should do as you are doing under the 
circumstances. It is a question each must answer 
for himself. Let me not intrude further upon your 
consideration. I wish you good-night We will be 
strangers to-morrow, if you wish it" 

"Yes" she said, looking him full in the face; 
" I wish it" 

Murray rose and lifted his cap to her. It was 
nearly midnight, but few upon the steamer slept. 
Search lights flashing from the higher deck showed 
in their golden arcs a still sea, destitute of ships. 
The engineers worked untiringly, and the clang of 
the hammers was like a message of hope, heard 
clearly above the rhjrthm of the waters. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

THE STORM. 

Day broke meaacingly with a looming bank of cloud 
upon the western horizon and a blinding sun in a 
golden haze of uncertain light Few had slept on 
l>oard the Jersey City^ nor could the utmost efforts 
of officers and crew quite recall that confidence with 
which even the timid now cross the great Atlantic 
Ocean. Something had happened, and the future 
days must differ from those which had passed so 
restfuUy and so quickly in the delight of speed and 
security. Everyone had to assure himself or herself 
that the accident was a common one> and that many 
an ocean monster had coped with it successfully. 
But the remoter doubt remained, and even the 
hardiest globe-trotter aboard dared not be entirely 
at his ease. Those in the state-rooms enjoyed 
snatdies of broken sleep, denied to the less fortunate 
in the second-class and the steerage. No longer did 
the rhythm of the propeller invite the lazy ear to rest 
and forget all else but sea-tuned harmonies. There 
was no measured rise and fall, no descent so facile 
into the Avemus of the hollows, no slow and dogged 
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surmounting of the foaming heights; for the ship 
lay Uke a blade hulk in the trough, and a beam of 
the mcmaing Ught, striking down upon her burnished 
brasses, declared her heavy labours and mocked her 
helplessness. 

Nevertheless there was no immediate danger. 
The captain said so ; the chief engineer repeated it ; 
stewards went to state-rooms with the story; the 
busy doctor, that bustling ruUcund-jowled Frederick 
Cooper, told the steo^ge passengers as much, and 
threatened to dose the cowards with strychnine. 

Murray West met the doctor shortly after six 
o'clock in the morning, and they took their first cup 
of coffee t<^ther before lighting their pipes and 
goix^ for a constitutional on the promenade deck. 
Very few were up and about at this time, for day- 
light sent the fearful to their bunks, and the danger 
seemed less imminent while the sun shone. These 
two, however, discussed the situation very frankly, 
for both were old sailors, and they were not afraid 
to speak. 

"It's an ugly job— a very ugly job,'* said the 
doctor, between engulphing attacks upon an enor- 
mous briar pipe and unremitting attentions to his 
matchbox. " Old Ross, pur skipper, is an obstinate 
man, sir; almost as obstinate — yes, sir, almost as 
obstinate as I am. He won't call in a second opini<Mi 
until the patient's dead. I know him — ^why, yes, I 
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know him, and a rum old son of an honest sea-cook 

It IS. 

^ You mean that he won't get help until the last 
moment/' remarked Murray quietly. 

" And not then if he can save this jack-pot, fifty- 
per-cent., grab-the-lot company a single silver six- 
pence. He's Scotch, sir. When a Scotchman catches 
a hawser there's money at his end of it. I know — I 
know the race. Man, I once tried to borrow a shilling 
in Edinburgh town — God help me ! " 

Murray laughed a little sardonically. 

"There are no better seamen serving than the 
Scotch," he suggested apologetically. "I would 
sooner be afloat with a Scotchman than with half 
the gilt-mouthed dandies who strut the bridges at 
Liverpool . If what the chief engineer says is so, 
the propeHer^s gone under and the shaft's hopeless. 
Ross will make no money keeping us fooling about 
here. He'll have to get in tow, and the sooner the 
better." 

The doctor lit his pipe in the shelter of a cowl 
and made some general remarks, charming and suit- 
able to the situation. 

" Oh ! trust Neil Ross to throw his money about," 
said he. "I can just see the silver dollars rolling. 
What! Pay a strange hulk the salvage rate from 
here to Queenstown harbour? He'd let you take 
his liver first No, sir; we shall drift three days, 
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and then he'll begin to think about it ; we shall drift 
another three days, and then he'll ask the chief 
officer's opinion. That's the man. Tell him that 
there are miUionaires in a hurry in his best state suite, 
and he will name a comfortable climate to which 
they may betake themselves. You can't bustle him. 
He'U do what he thinks is his duty to his owners 
though the stocks fall That's what I've been saying 
in the steerage just now. We've a rough lot there, 
and directly they had the news they were ugly. 
Talked about being penned up to drown like sheep 
and other nonsense. It's odd, though, isn't it ? The 
very poor always seem to care more for their lives 
than the very rich. Perhaps the rich man thinks his 
dollars will save him in the end. What ! A hundred 
thousand pounder to die of common vulgar water 
just like a poor wretch who throws himself ofiF 
Waterloo Bridge! He won't admit that Providence 
could think so little of him. He must be saved, 
regardless of cost The poor man knows that no one 
cares a twopenny curse about him. He looks after 
himself in consequence. I don't suppose anyone is 
going to drown this trip, but it won't be quite a 
Hudson picnic Look at yonder sky. That, sir," 
said the doctor proudly, " that sky spells a hypodermic 
injection of morphia in the state rooms. Perhaps 
it means revolvers in the steerage. I'll tell you when 
the wind comes." 
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He nodded his head like one greatly pleased with 
his own evil prophecies, and quite ready for an 
argument with those who differed from him. Muiray, 
however, was in mood for argument The situation 
interested him greatly; the passengers afforded an 
engrossing and ever-changing study. 

" People cross the Atlantic so often now that they 
never think of danger. Why should they ? " he 
asked. " These big steamers are practically impreg- 
nable. We know that there is only a sheet of steel 
between us and eternity, but we tot up the diances 
and say it's a million to one upon oar ship. Yet, 
if you come to think of it, the miracle is that acci- 
dents are not more frequent Look at the boats 
we have spoken since we left New York. It's a high- 
way of trafhc, and just ten minutes' drowsiness on 
the bridge would work a mischief a man mi^t be 
afraid to contemplate. These poor souls crying and 
groaning in the steerage reckon up the case better 
than we They know that eveiy passage is one big 
'if.' They haven't theit poker-tables and their 
whiskies and sodas to put it out of their heads. 
Perhaps they think the boats are kept for the first 
class. I shouldn't wonder if th«y were." 

The doctor hastened to contradict such a heresy 
as that. 

" Wild talk, sir ! " he cried. " There'll be no class 
on the /ersey City if it comes to the wprst Ay, sir, 
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death is a fine old democrat. Maybe weVe over few 
boats for an ocean picnic ; but Til wait until it comes, 
sir, and by your leave TU wash myself. Man, there'll 
be little water where you and I are going. Let's 
get a bath while we may." 

He laughed heartily at his own joke, and turned 
to descend the companion by which they might reach 
the bath-rooms. Here they met the parson, a wild 
figure in a bath-gown and a beaver, and their cheery 
tones greatly encouraged that good, if troubled, man. 
" I am glad to see that it is such a fine day, doctor,'* 
the vicar began. His confidence was childlike, and 
the merry doctor delighted in it 

"It'll blow doormats just now, vicar. Is your 
will made ? Are you quite ready ? " 

"Ready for what? You don't mean to say- 
God bless me! — ^you don't mean to imply that there 
is any fresh danger? " 

" Safe as a balloon-— everyone of us. Why, man, 
you're not afraid? Let me tell you something; in 
confidence, mind — ^strict confidence. Bring nothing 
but flannel clothing when we take to the boats. It'll 
never do for the chaplain to take a chilL I should 
feel personally guilty." 

He brushed past and went his merry way to the 
bath-room. Everyone he met felt better for his 
presence. The ship loved " Freddy," and there was 
Hot a man <rf the crew aboard who would'not willingly 
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have risked his life for him. The vicar, however, 
thought him shallow. He told Murray as much. 

" I don't approve of such levity in the face of peril 
and the Divine displeasure. Dr. Cooper should think 
more seriously of the suffering souls on board this 
steamer." 

"Are you speaking for yourself, vicar?" was 
Murray's question. 

"I am speaking for a great many who choose 
that I shall be their mouthpiece. It is very evident 
to me that the situation is most grave. I shall speak 
to the captain about it at the breakfast table. Many 
of us have important engagements in London — Miss 
Golding, for instance, is about to be married I am 
sure that every effort should be made to avoid that 
which must prove a lamentable delay." 

Murray looked him through and through with 
piercing eyes which seemed to fathom the very depths 
of his imbedUty. 

"Oh! of course," he said "The captain's just 
a bad lot Tell him so, and give him some hints. 
It would be most unfortunate if Miss Golding's wed- 
ding were postponed Her husband might have to 
pay for the breakfast, or owe for it, which is the 
fashion in his set I should suggest that divers be 
sent down to fish up the missing propeller. It's no 
more than a mile or so to the bottom, I think ; and 
they might catch a mermaid Say, vicar, what a 
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chance for you — eh ? A mermaid to lead the anthem 
on Sunday. She'd have to put her fin in the bag — 
or would it be her tail? Well» I envy you. Let us 
go and drown our sorrows in the bath. We may 
as well die clean, though dirt used to make for holi- 
ness. Will you come ? " I 

He turned to look back upon the top step of the 
companion, but the parson declined the invitation, and 
went off in some alarm to any who would listen to 
his tale of woe. He was so entirely unselfish. It was 
not for himself, but for those dreadful busy men — 
and for that poor Miss Golding. The Rev. St John's 
heart swelled for Jessie, and he appeared to imagine 
that the world would certainly come to an end if she 
were not instantly clasped in the arms of the amorous 
nobleman who pined for her in England 

Jessie in her cabin was quite unaware of this 
fatherly interest She had passed a troubled night, 
but her trouble had no concern whatever with the 
accident or its possible consequences. She relied so 
absolutely upon the skill of the officers and the size 
and majesty of the steamer that the idea of a real 
calamity never entered her head Far from it ; her 
unrest, her waking hours, were the fruits of that 
chance encounter with a man whose personal magnet- 
ism she could not resist, resent it as she might Mur- 
ray West stood before her in imagination wherever 
she turned She* seemed to feel the gaze of his 
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eloquent eyes even in the privacy of her cabin. Nor 
did she beUeve that any common chance had thrown 
them tc^ether upon the Jersey City. Murray, she 
said, had been her brother Lionel's friend ; he knew 
how her brother had died She did not believe, never 
had believed, that his was the hand by which Lionel 
fell ; but his secrecy piqued her pride, and the mas- 
terful habit of speech and act hurt the vanity of one 
who had been the spoiled child of self-will since her 
earUest years. Why was he not frank with her? 
What right had he to command her confidence and 
exact her obedience? She fretted at her own in- 
ability to win from him that servile homage which 
had followed her everywhere in New York. Was 
she not the daughter of Bernard Golding, by whose 
leave men walked about the earth? This Murray 
West appeared to be unaware of it. He treated her 
as though her father were the possessor of a mere 
competence. She determined to put herself beyond 
his influence so soon as they touched at Liverpool, 
and reminding herself that she would have much to 
do when she was married, and that occupation would 
be good fbr her, she sat up in her bunk and awoke her 
Aunt Eva. 

"Say, aunt, is it time to get up? Do look at 
your watch. Mine hasn't got any fingers.'' 

Aunt Eva, the tip of whose nose alone appeared 
above the bed clothes, indulged in a sustained grumble 



THE STORM4 91 

and turned angrily upon her left side. It made no 
difference to Jessie. 

" Please, you're not angry, are you, aunt ? I really 
must get up, dear. Oh, my! Why do ships go up 
and down ? *' 

Aunt Eva opened her eyes and snapped a 
response. 

"Whatever are you doing, child? Go to bed 
again this instant Vm sure it's not six o'clock 
yet" * '*^ 

"Then it ought to be," said Jessie decidedly. 
"There's nothing I hate so much as waking up in 
the middle of the night and finding it isn't break- 
fast-time. When I live at Monkton Castle — oh, my 
poor head! — I shall have breakfast going all night. 
It won't matter then. Nothing will matter for ever 
afterwards. Oh, auntie, I wish I were a fish, a 
beautiful gold-fish in a marble basin. Wouldn't we 
save in milliners' bills ? " 

Aunt Eva sat up and brushed scanty curls from 
her towering forehead 

" Oh, dear ! " she cried. " What a dreadful storm ! 
How can you walk about, Jessie ? I'm sure some- 
thing has happened I shall certainly send for the 
captain and inquire." 

Jessie drew a shapely stocking over an equally 
shapely foot, and continued her remarks upon matri- 
mony. 
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" If Gerald's fond of the sea, I shall get a divorce," 
she said savagely. " It's all very well to talk about 
the ups and downs of life, but I'm not wanting any. 
I feel just as if I could die to slow music and float 
away on a piece of seaweed Say, aunt, will you 
have pdil-^e-foie-gras for breakfast, or whait? Do 
you think you could take a little cream if I brought 
it Don't mind troubling me, aunt" 

Aunt Eva uttered as impious an imprecation as 
the minister of Yonkers permitted to her ; she groaned 
aloud when a terrific sea hit the ship, and sent 
everything in the cabin flying headlong toward the 
ceiling. 

" Gracious me ! Is the ship sitiking, then ? " 

"Perhaps they're letting down the anchor," said 
Jessie meekly. 

" In the Atlantic Ocean, child i What nooteense ! " 

"Everything's nonsense, aunt — marriage in par- 
ticular." 

"It will only be in the Providence of the good 
God that you will be married at all, child" 

"Then I shall turn Mormoa" 

Aunt Eva snorted and buried herself in the bed- 
clothes again. 

"This marriage has turned your head, Jessie," 
she said 

" No," said Jessie, " but the ship has." 

She lapsed into a moody silence, dressing herself 
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caidessly, and gained prettiness by her dishabille. 
Anon, as the wind continued to rise and the steamer 
to roll more heavily in the trough of a rising sea, 
Jessie ventured to the deserted deck, and discovered 
the seamen already knotting the safety lines which 
would be so necessary later when the storm gathered 
force Not yet had the captain ^ven the order for 
all passengers to remain below, but it was expected 
momentarily, and Jessie herself bore witness to the 
need of it directly she quitted the shelter of the 
great companion — for the gale almost lifted her 
from her feet, and but for strong arms clasped about 
her suddenly, she must have suffered an injury. Her 
fear forbade her for a moment to force herself from 
that close embrace; but she trembled in spite of 
herself, and recognised a helplessness she would not 
readily confess. 

^ Oh, thank you ! " she cried at last 

The Rogue released her, but still kept the fingers 
of his left hand upon her arm. 

" Be careful," he said, with a laugh. " You nearly 
went bundling into the parson's cabin. I don't think 
the rev. gentleman would have been quite prepared 
to receive you. Nasty morning, isn't it ? — and worse 
to come." 

Jessie looked at him from under heavy Uds which 
half covered laughing eyes that the weird light made 
violet 
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''It's destiny/' she exclaimed petulantly. 

"What, that you should knock at the parson's 
door?" 

" No ; that — ^well, you know, and I shan't tell you. 
Let me go, please." 

He released her instantly. The wind blew the 
hood of her doak back from her face, and sent the 
flaxen curls rippling about her little ears. Away, as far 
as the eye could see, the great Atlantic rollers, each 
like a wall of jade which the sea foam balustraded, 
came <mi in an eternal procession, as though the good 
ship beckoned them to her destruction Jessie could 
not stand against the anger of the gale. She was 
beaten backward into the arms which awaited her. 

"You are determined to awake the parson, 
then?" 

" Oh, do let me go, Mr. West Help me down- 
stairs while there's anything left of me ! " 

"Certainly. Shall it be as a stranger?" 

She looked at him almost with tears in her eyes. 

"What sent you into my life?" she asked 
" Why is it always you when I call out ? " 

"Accident — ^plain accident Just steady yourself 
by the rope there. That's better. We shall do very 
well now — ^as strangers, of course." 

He helped her to the head of the great stair- 
case, and there she lurched to one of the seats and 
sat heavily, the spray still upon her gown and her 
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cheeks ruddy. Her intention to be silent, wilful, 
obstinate, melted away before the Rogue's touch and 
the regard with which his eyes followed her. 

"Oh," she said, with a wild endeavour to save 
appearances and such truant curls as could be cap- 
tured, "what am I to do now? However am I to 
get back to my cabin ? " 

" Much better stay where you are. Less conven- 
tional and more airy. Breakfast is not a meal to be 
appreciated on such a morning as this. I should 
recommend a cup of tea.'' 

"Why, yes; but who's to bring it? If I could 

walk on the tight-wire- ^" 

"Unnecessary, and not particularly becoming. 
rU bring the tea." 

He brought it, and she gulped it down thankfully. 
Everywhere on board the cry was for fruit and tea. 
Cabin stewards looked inUr the great saloon, and 
declared that there were not twenty breakf asters. 
Jessie watched the seaman who came to close the 
steel shutters over the skylight of the staircase, and, 
hearing the captain's order that every port must be 
thus fended, she admitted her uneasiness. 

"Is it as bad as that? Are we going to have 
a real storm ? " she asked. 

"Something very like it The wind is almost 
due west It should carry us towards the Irish coast, 
if that's any satisfaction to you." 
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" But it isn't I don't want to go to Ireland. I 
want to go to London to my fianci" 

"Ah, that's distressing — a wedding without a 
bride. Some men, I suppose, wish that they had 
been married that way. Is Lord Eastry so very 
impatient ? " 

"He declares that he can't live another week 
without me." 

" Then consider him already deceased The ship's 
helpless. Even if we took a hawser, no tug could 
tow us in this storm. You will be at least ten days 
late in London. I sympathise from the very pro- 
fundity of my heart" 

"You don't I can see that you're rather glad 
Why don't you be honest about it ? " 

" No one is honest about a wedding. The parson 
who marries you, the bridegroom who declares that 
the bride is the only woman he ever loved, the bride 
who declares that she will be obedient, the old 
woman who gives you plated spoons, and says they 
are silver — none of these are honest I should be 
sorry to prove an exception. When I go to a wed- 
ding, being a man, I ask myself whom the bride 
loves. I am generally rather confident that it is not 
the bridegroom at the altar — at least, in fifty cases 
out of a himdred In your case I should have no 
doubts whatever." 

" You are very rude ! " 
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" The rudest man you have ever known. Agreed 
It is often rude to tell the truth. I know it, but 
truth is a woman, and should not be lied about Will 
you have another cup of tea, or shall I leave you to 
your own reflections?" 

" I won't have any tea, and you may go away if 
you want to. Do you really think the ship is in 
danger ? I'd like to know that before you go." 

'* Then you have some confidence in my opinion." 

" Yes ; I think you're clever, but horrid" 

** Ah, a masculine combination which is not with- 
out its merits. In a woman detestable — I grant it 
Let me be equally honest A steamer of this size 
goes a long way even in the Atlantic The only 
possible danger is our helplessness. We have lost 
our propeller, and the sails are scarcely as large as 
bandana handkerchiefs. If we ran into anything, it 
would be awkward ; but then, you could say the same 
of a cab in Piccadilly. No, Miss Golding, I do not 
think at present there is any danger. This storm is 
troublesome because it keeps us all below decks; 
but these ships are like floating islands, and there 
is no storm yet brewed which of itself could do them 
any harm." 

He stood up, and taking the teacup from her, 
lifted his hat and turned to leave her. 

"A bientdtf* he said, and added, "as strangers 
of course." 
H 
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" My ! " said Jessie ; " I do dislike you ! " 

Murray went off to his cabin without looking back, 
and found his friend Laidlaw sitting up in his bunk 
sipping a strong glass of brandy and water. The 
two occupied an inside cabin, and the electric light 
was turned up there; nor could the thunder of the 
seas upon the steel be heard as clearly as in the state- 
rooms above. The rolling of the ship and the quiver 
of her plates, however, had already alarmed a man 
who bartered his nerves for strong drink ; and Laid- 
law began to question Murray with the feverish rest- 
lessness of a coward 

''What's up now?'' he cried, almost before the 

cabin door was shut ^ What the are we rolling 

about like this for?" 

Murray went straight to the bunk and k>oked at 
the glass in his friend's hand 

"So you feel that way? A Uttle early, isn't 
it?" 

" I want to know when this rolling tub is gdng 
to steam agaia Good Lord! We can't drift about 
here for a week. It's criminal Why don't they do 
something ? " 

"Oh, trust them, they are drinking brandy and 
soda in their bunks» perhaps. Say, Hubert, you're 
a good plucked one, aren't you? Nothing Mghtens 
you, my boy. I used to think you were a bit of a 
man ; that was over yonder, before you met Lionel 
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Golding. We'll have to lay in some petticoats now 
— ^the/re more in your line, it appears." 

Laidlaw set the glass down with an oath and 
rolled himself up in the bedclothes again. 

"I don't like you, Murray, when you cant," he 
said quietly. ** You know Pm not as well as I was. 
Why do you always mention Golding to me? Are 
you determined to give me up? Well, let it be so. 
I'll see it through, by ** 

Murray sat down by the side of the bunk, and 
took the feverish hand in his own. 

** You know that you are talking nonsense, Hubert 
If I shield you, it is because I do not beUeve that you 
are altogether guilty. In England you will begin 
again, at tlie bottom of the ladder, but, still, you will 
begin. I shan't start any higher up, for I have no 
daim at all to do so. Let us forget Lionel Golding 
from this minute. We can do it if we try." 

'' Yes ; and that sister of his prying about all day. 
She'll let you forget, Murray. Why, good God! 
they'd shoot me like a dc^ if they knew. Are you 
goix^ to keep it up with her ii we land at Liver- 
pool?" 

" If we land — ^well, in that case, she'll just run off 
to church, and in a week shell be honeymooning. 
I want you to leave her out of the account, Hubert 
If there is any trouble with Goldix^s sister, it shall 
be my affair. Do you suppose I can't manage a bit 
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of a girl like that? It's no compliment to me that 
you should think so/' 

"I don't think it, Murray. You were always a 
wonder with the women. Say, do you speak about 
'if? Is the chance as black as that? You don't 
want to frighten me, do you ? " 

" Nothing of the kind I wish to be honest with 
you. This gale is not quite what any of us wished 
Here we are, rolling about helplessly, a thousand 
miles from land, screw gone, rudder broken, and three 
bits of pocket-handkerchiefs for sails. Ask yourself 
if a man can be quite easy." 

" I've been asking that all night. Do you know, 
I dreamed that the ship went under just when Jessie 
Golding knew the truth. You and I were in this 
cabin talking about it The water came through the 
port-hole there like a whirlpool My hand was out 
of the bunk, and it touched the jet, and it was cold 
as ice. We tried to fight our way out, but the door 
was locked, and then the ship sank, and we heard 
the decks burst open, and it went dark. It was an 
awful dream, Murray. I'd sooner throw myself over- 
board than believe it was true." 

Murray regarded his friend a little wistfully. His 
brow was puckered up, and he appeared to be think- 
ing deeply. 

" Dresims are all nonsense," he said presently. " I 
dreamed almost the same thing, but I know quite 



THE STORM. loi 

well why. We were all thinking of the ship last 
night; the accident unnerved us. Naturally, we 
went to bed ready for anything. A dream under 
those conditions counts for nothing. It would be 
perfectly childish to put any faith in it Get up and 
eat a beefsteak, Hubert That's the remedy for 
dreams. You'll never go through with it if you lie 
swilling here. Get up, man, and do something. The 
da/s for work, not bed, at your age." 

He turned away, and busied himself in the cabin, 
while Laidlaw struggled out of his bunk and began 
to dress himself with the languid air of a man who 
wishes he were still in bed The rolling steamer, 
meanwhile, appeared to become more helpless every 
moment, and, listing heavily to port, she lay trembling 
in the sough like a great wounded lion in a hollow of 
the jungle. Though none was permitted on the 
deck who had not good business there, Murray per- 
suaded the second officer to let him up to a shelter 
by the engineer's skylight, and there, an empty pipe 
in his mouth and his hands deep in the pockets of his 
overalls, he watched the enveloping seas and faced 
the tornado which swept upon the Jersey City, So 
blinding were the mists of driven rain about the 
sagging ship that the eye could distinguish little 
beyond the hither mountains of water which the 
western gale drove headlong upon the doomed vessel 
Unnumbered, infinite, those mighty walls of spray 
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and foam and the jasper heart rolled on with thun- 
derous report as of cataracts meeting and great waves 
riven asunder, and all the appalling revelation of 
Nature in her most terrible mood The steamer 
herself trembled to her very keel-plates ; she who had 
steamed so proudly by the statue of Liberty, the 
giant of a great company, the maker of ocean records 
— now no spar upon the deep sea was tossed with less 
eflFort, made more puny or to Bppeax more impotent 
Relentlessly the waves rolled over her, flooding her 
decks with a boiling torrent of mud-brown water, 
or burst in clouds of the drenching spindrift No man 
could stand there who had not a safety-line to his 
hand ; the eyes were blinded, the tongue bitten by 
the salt, the voice lost in the howling of winda 
Murray, unable to face that tempest longer, fo!;^ht 
his way to the companion, and said that the ship was 
doomed The doctor, meeting him at the ladder's 
foot, no longer contradicted him. 

"They're under water in the steerage," he said 
"God help them! They shot at me, and meant it, 
too. Come forward, will you, and see what's to be 
done. The captain can't help us ! they're working for 
their lives above. I count upon you men. Trew's 
with them already. He's a trump, that parscMi, now 
it comes to it I shall sit under him when I go ashore. 
Confound it, sir, he's a man ! " 

"There's generally something in these public 
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school men, if you know bow to get it out,** said 
Murray* as they went ''Imagine what Napoleon 
would have been if they had educated him at Etoa 
Let's go and help the parscm— he deserves it'* 

They descended to the steerage, and beheld a 
fearful spectacle. A motley crowd — Italians returning 
to Italy, Frenchmen to France, Germans to London, 
Irishmen to remembered hovels, lay sprawling about 
the steerage cabin in all attitudes of fear and rage. 
Some had drawn their knives and boldly incited their 
fellows to fight their way to the decks and handle 
the ship themselves. Others cried out piteously for 
a priest and the Sacraments ; while women, hysterical 
in fear, raved perpetually or held up children to the 
doctor that he might first save them Murray never 
forgot one burly Irishman, stripped to the waist and 
anned with a huge bludgeon, who swore by unknown 
gods that the whole thing was a conspiracy against 
his nation, and that if the door were not immediately 
opened, he would open it for himself. 

^ Will I be put ofif with heretics? " cried the man, 
now in anger, now with the irrepressible good humour 
of his race. "What's the black man yonder doing 
here ? Faith, I'd sooner drown with a heathen nigger, 
and so I've told him. Does he quarrel with me now ? 
Lord bve him I I'd break his head for a shilling ! " 

The parson took a shilling from his pocket, and 
tossed it to the raving maxL 
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'' We'll die on opposite sides of the ship, my good 
fellow/' cried he. ''Come, you're a man, and there 
are women to help. Do you think if there were any 
talk of dying, our captain would keep us below here ? 
Not a bit of it We'll dance together in DubUn town 
yet, and all the better for being friends. Shake 
hands, my maa You're not for the mermaids, not 
you." 

No Irishman could resist this kind of talk ; and 
this particular Irishman surrendered at once. 

" The divil take me if I am !" he cried — ^and then, 
as a proud concession, " 'Tis a poor lost Protestant ye 
are, but, sure, they'll keep a cool place for ye if I've 
any say in it What can I do to help you, sir ? " 

" Tell these silly women there's no danger. Some 
of you play the concertina. I know you can, for I 
have heard you. Get your instruments out and make 
them dance. I'll sing you a song, if you like, though 
it's years since I sang one. Come, let's have ' Father 
OTlynn.' It's the very tune." 

The suggestion was received with acclamation by 
everyone capable of hearing it; and presently the 
parscm began to sing in a full, pleasing voice which re- 
sounded through the cabin. One by one the men took 
up the lilt of the song and forgot their own troubles. 
Soon those who had been weeping and wailing be- 
stirred themselves and showed laughii^ faces to the 
company. An Irishman struck up a wild Erse dance. 
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and instantly feet were going, and a very saturnalia 
of half-delirious intoxication battled with panic and 
dismay. The doctor stuck his thumbs in his waist- 
coat pockets and posed as a benevolent spectator. 

** Didn't I tell you that parson was a good 'un ? " 
he whispered to Murray. "He's saved the day, by 
Gad! I looked for bullets, and they give me — a 
fiddle. Well, the two are allies sometimes. Let's 
sneak off and see what the ladies are doing. It's 
all right here for another hour or two." 

Murray readily assented 

'* Yes," he said. " There's no fiddle in the saloon, 
doctor. Let's go and see the ladies." 

They made their way aft with difficulty, for the 
rolling ship defied even a trained seaman's balance ; 
and more than once Murray found himself embracing 
the doctor, while the pair of them waltzed serenely 
toward the first open door or the nearest convenient 
pillar. Few of the ladies of the ship had left their 
bunks upon such a day, but Jessie Golding was already 
in the saloon, and one of the Casino girls had taken 
refuge by her side. The doctor pointed to the spec- 
tacle with a certain triumph. 

'•Look," he said "Fifth Avenue takes the 
Broadway to its bosom. Isn't the sea a grand old 
leveller?" 

"Yes," said Murray; "sometimes. It doesn't 
matter much whether you're drowned in the saloon 
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or the steerage so far as I can see. It's equally un« 
pleasant either way.** 

He crossed over to Jessie's side and addressed 
the girls as they sat together upon the sofa: 

''Not very comfortable, is it?" he asked. "I 
should have thought your bunks would have been 
better.** 

''Just like a man," cried Jessie. "He can't put 
his feet on the mantelshelf, and he's unhappy." 

"Excuse me, while the steamer rolls like thisi 
the indulgence you mention is comparatively easy. 
A man should be able to walk upon his hands if he 
really wishes to be a good seaman At least, he 
should be a good waltzer. The doctor and I are 
badly out of practice; we cannot reverse at alL 
Perhaps you'll give us a lesson when the wind drops" 

" Will it ever drop ? " asked Jessie dolefully. And 
then she said emphatically, "What wouldn't I give 
to be on diy land" 

" Do you think we're safe, sir ? " asked the young 
actress, already abjectly afraid. 

Murray answered her with a cheeiy nod 

"As safe as the stage of the Casino Theatre in 
New York City. Come, don't think about it Get 
your books. It's always better to do something if 
you are uneasy." 

" I never can," repUed the girl pitifully. " It's so 
dreadful The thought of the water makes me 
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shudder. Oh, it wcMild be awful if anything hap- 
pened, wouldn't it?** 

Jessie drew the girFs arm through her own and 
tried to comfort her. 

*' Don't say horrid things, dear, and don't be 
foolish," she exclaimed "If anything happens* I 
shall expect Mr. West to look after me." 

Murray raised his head and looked at her very 
eamestty. 

" Oh! " be cried. " But I shaU hold you to thaf 

She laughed as though it had not been serious. 

" What could you do ? " she asked him, with just 
a suspicion of patronage. 

" I will tell you when the time comes," he said. 



The gale was at its height by five o'clock that 
af temooa Thereafter it abated with almost dramatic 
suddenness, and a stillness like the aftermath of 
death prevailed Where foaming seas had beaten 
upon the helpless steamer, nothing more than a long 
Atlantic swell now troubled her. At two o'clock of the 
following day she lay in a white mist, so dense, so 
impenetrable, that one man could scarce see another 
upon her decks. At that hour her searcUights 
played vainly upon the clouds of vapour, the siren 
shrieked dolefully like the wailing of the spirit of 
the deep. None, however, but her crew faced the 
rigours of the night, and those, when opportunity 
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served, asked a little anxiously how long it would be 
before help were found Nearly thirty hours had 
passed now since the accident befel them ; but the 
storm had forbidden even the thought of aid; and 
it was not until the wind fell and the raging sea 
abated that weary eyes began to scan the fog which 
defied them, and unwilling lips to confess the truth 
of their positioa Never once during that long night 
of watching did Captain Ross quit his place upon 
the bridge. He was there still at eight o'clock next 
morning, when, with overwhelming suddenness, the 
strange ship loomed out of the phantom mists and 
sent the Jersey City to her doom. 

One long cry arose, echoing over the still waters 
like the voice of the lost ; then utter, unbroken silence 
fell ; the good ship became but a drifting hulk in a 
great wet cloud, and the face of the unchanging sea 
was hidden from the living who to-day must sleep 
amidst its dead 



CHAPTER VIII. 

THE MESSENGER OF FATE. 

Murray West had been dozing in his bunk when 
the strange ship struck the Jersey City ; but he sprang 
up at once when he heard the crash, and putting 
on his clothes haphazard he ran up the companion to 
learn the best or the worst of it A few shadowy 
forms were already visible in the dimly Ughted corri* 
dor, and here and there men opened their cabin doors 
to ask excited questions which could not be answered ; 
but none seemed to know qtiite what had happened, 
nor was there upon the instant any evidence of panic 
The ship herself listed heavily to port ; • and a rushing 
^und, as of waters eddying, provoked nothing more 
than a grievous suspicion. 

Murray sprang up the companion and beat heavily 
upon the locked doors as he went. One glance at the 
position of the Jersey City, this and the shadow of a 
tramp steamer cast upon the screen of the fog, satisfied 
him and sent him below again. Straight as an arrow 
he went to Jessie's cabin, and there his blows upon 
her door awakened other sleepers and spread that 
terrible alarm. Jessie heard them at once, and asked, 
** What is it ? " She had been sleeping soundly, but 



no RED MORNi 

she knew that Murray waked her, and she was in some 
vague way prepared for that summons. 

''Dress yourself at once/' the cool voice said 
** Don't lose a minute ; there has been an accident 
Get all the ladies you can and take them on the 
upper deck. I fear it is very bad" 

She said " Yes, yes/' and listened to the sound of 
his footsteps as he passed briskly along the corridor. 
For an instant, perhaps, she resented this desertion, 
but the chief officer himself now came below and 
began to hurry the passengers up; and what with 
the growing alarm and confusion, the agitated voices, 
and even the piteous appeals of the timid, her atten- 
tion was distracted and directed to her own necessities. 

" Wake up, Aunt," she said, crying a little wildly 
to her sleeping relative. ^ Don't you hear, them 
knocking ? Oh ! how you do sleep." 

Aunt Eva opened her eyes, but she was not per- 
mitted to indulge in so much as one pious reflection 
upon the fitness of things or the indecency of Jessie's 
behaviour. 

" Good Lord, child ! " she began» and then, hearing 
the sound of hurrying footsteps, of men's voices and 
women's entreaties, she sat bolt upright m her bunk 
and kx>ked at Jessie as one who could not trust her- 
self to speak. 

•• Get up. Aunt Why don't you get up when I 
tell you? Mr. West's been here. He says we are 
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to s[o on deck, and I am going right now. Where are 
your clothes? What have you done with them? 
Say, Aunt, you've got to make a hurry. This isn't 
a dinner at Sherry's. Will you get up ? '* 

Jessie was just an American girl even in that 
momentous hour of her young life. She did not 
understand the danger, had not the remotest idea 
what the summons meant ; but she trusted implicitly 
in the judgment of the man who summoned her, and 
she was already asking where she could find him. 

Murray, in the meantime, had gone from cabin to 
cabin like some swift messenger of fate, awaking 
men from their heavy sleep and women from their 
dreams. He would not be detained nor linger for any 
questioner. "Get up!" was his message. "The 
ship is sinking I " In his own cabin he shook Laidlaw 
roughly by the shoulder, and so dragged him from 
his buiik 

" We're in collision," he said shortly. " You have 
not an instant to lose. Shake yourself, man I Wake 
up ! Here, take your coat and carry your boots. Get 
aft, if you can, and keep out of the crowd. I'll be 
with you in two shakes." 

Laidlaw obeyed like a child; but he trembled 
while be dressed, and his teeth were chattering. 

" You'll stand by me, Murray ? You won't leave 
me, will you, oU chap? I can't swim a stroke, you 
know. Good God! The dream's true, after alL 
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Just think of it — ^we*Il drown like rats. Well, I said 
this rotten tub was going. Oh! where's my coatP 
Who's got it ? •• 

Murray did not pay any attention to him. The 
electric light having already failed them, he groped 
blindly in the darkness, and from the depths of his 
cabin trunk he took his revolver in its waterproof case, 
a covered water bottle, such as a trooper uses, and 
other little necessities which he believed the night 
would demand. The bottle he filled maladroitly at 
the washing-stand, and then, pausing only to snatch 
a pocket-book and his watch and chain from beneath 
his pillow, he bundled Laidlaw out of the cabin, and 
started off to find Jessie. 

" Wait for me by the wheel-house," he cried after 
the cowed man. " The boats won't take half of us. 
It's suicide there. We must fish for ourselves," 

Laidlaw hesitated a moment, exclaiming, '' You'll 
stajid by me, won't you ? " but Murray was already 
out of hearing, and, overwhelmed by a sudden con- 
sciousness of his isolation and peril, Laidlaw climbed 
the companion and came out upon the terrible decks. 
Here already the omens of an irretrievable disaster 
were many. Half -dressed men, death-white women, 
shivering in the searching mist, laughed or prayed or 
babbled unceasingly in the first excitement of the 
truth. The officers moved amongst the throng, silent 
figures upon a silent errand In the steerage, where 
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panic had prevailed at the beginning, the graver crisis 
exercised a sobering influence. The second officer 
was there, and he carried a revolver in his hand 

" The women first, and one by one/' he roared at 
the ladder's head ** If any man goes out of his turn, 
I will shoot him like a dog. Now, mind that 
There's a place for all of you in the boats if you will 
only keep quiet Come out now, and behave your- 
selves." 

The women answered him with a low, wailing cry, 
while some of them thrust their children forward 
with the piteous entreaty that he would save them. 
Of the men, a few carried themselves with dogged 
courage. Life had not been so kind to them that 
they should fear to lose it; others, however, cursed 
the captain and the ship and the day which set their 
faces toward England ; while a few, bereft of reason, 
raged like maniacs, and were held back only by the 
strong arms of their comrades. As quickly as might 
be these poor people were brought up to the main 
deck, and there marshalled into companies. The un- 
bending courage of an English crew seemed to shame 
the terror even of the weakest ; and although the wit- 
nesses to fear were not lacking, there was a discipline 
wholly unlooked for. 

Murray had found Jessie at the door of her state- 
room, and helping her to collect her wraps he told 
her frankly what he thought of the case. 
I 
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"A steamer ran into us; I think it must have 
been a tramp. We are struck between the two for- 
ward bulkheads, and may last ten minutes. If they 
stand by us, the mischief won't be much. It depends 
on that I am not frightened of the boilers going, 
for the fires were drawn from most of them when the 
shaft broke. We'll keep out of the mob, and look 
after ourselves. It is odd, isn't it ? I dreamed of this 
last night, and here I am, doing just what I meant to 
do. Let me go first ; I know the place." 

Running on as though he were talking of an 
everyday occurrence, he took the wraps from the two 
women and led them along the main deck to that 
old place by the wheelhouse where Richard Marx 
had made him an offer little more than forty-eight 
hours aga Jessie did not understand why he w«it 
there, or why he kept them from the others upon the 
promenade deck ; but she had an unshaken faith in 
his judgment, and she followed him, despite the 
zealous third officer, who clutched her aunt by the 
arm at the very cabin door and thrust her uncere- 
moniously towards the group. 

"Now, you ladies, get forward, if you please,"* 
was his order. Jessie shrunk from him, and appealed 
to Murray. 

"Shall I go?" she asked "Do you think it is 
better ? " 

He put his hand upon her arm and told her the 
truth. 
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''I don't think the boats will hold you all/' he 
said ^I may be wrong." 

** But my aunt has gone/' she said, a little wildly. 
And then, " Are we to be separated ? Do you think 
it is wise ? '* 

" I can only use my own judgment When the 
propeller broke I thought there might be an accident, 
and I counted the boats. They won't hold half of us. 
At the best they will t^ke the women, but it is a 
poor best If you trust yourself to me, I will try to 
save you ; but, mark you — ^it is you alone." 

Her upturned face revealed the distress of the 
doubt and separatioa The deepening tragedy found 
expression in the wailing voices of women and the 
broken encouragements of mea From the bridge 
the great search-light, driven by its own dynamo, still 
played modcingly as an emblem of power and 
sovereignty ; and its arc fell upon the terror-stricken 
company and showed new phases of distress as in 
some weird light which the hand of death uplifted 
All the characters^who had played their flippant parts 
upon the Jersey City since she steamed from New 
York harbour were here called at time's instant to 
reveal themselves in this agony of the ultimate trial 
Friend scarcely recognised friend at such an hour. 
Jessie perceived the three dancers from the Casino 
Theatre lying, huddled together in each other's arms, 
upon one of the seats of the promenade deck. The 
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"Bantam'' addressed them in wild words, scarcely 
coherent, though well meaning, and not wanting 
courage. The Rev. St John Trew, bare-headed in 
the centre of a willing audience, prayed in a strong 
melodious voice for those in peril upon the deep. 
Forward, among the steerage passengers, someone 
started the opening verses of a hymn, and the trem- 
bling chords floated upward musically in the mist- 
girt stillness of the night 

Jessie, put to the proof, asked why she should 
stand apart from those friends who, at least, could 
solace each other with words of farewell 

** My aunt is there," she exclaimed aloud " Why 
should I leave her, Mr. West ? " 

" I will not say a word to compel you," he an- 
swered, frankly. "Perhaps you would be better in 
the boats — I don't know. It is only my idea, but 
there are too many. Do you care to wait and see, or 
to go up at once?" 

She did not know what to say to him. Already 
the great lifeboat had been drawn down from the 
da\dts, and the women were swarming into it They 
fought each other like wild animals. Neither the 
persuasion nor the commands of the officer in charge 
served to keep the timid back. The boat went down 
to the water loaded imtil its gunnels were lapped by 
the smallest waves. One young girl in the agony of 
delay threw herself from the deck, and fell screaming 
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into the sea They dragged her to the already over- 
loaded boat, and pushed it off. 

" Look at that," said Murray quietly. " They will 
float for an hour if the wind keeps down. When it 
rises, God help them! Some day we shall compel 
these liners to carry sufficient boats, and decent ones 
Luck has been their best friend so far. If you think 
you will go into a boat, do not hesitate to say so. I 
will get you an early place." 

She took a step forward and peered over into the 
mist Save for that spreading arc of gold which the 
search-light commanded, the sea lapped like a great 
black carpet beneath the enveloping clouds of rolling 
mist The lifeboat itself had been already swallowed 
up by the dense veil of the fog. It was as though 
this doomed steamer had been cut off by a pillar of 
cloud from all the open sea-world about, and its fate 
hidden in a curtain of black obscurity. Jessie drew 
back from the scene trembling with the cold. 

" Dear God, what shall I do ? " she cried in great 
distress. 

Murray pointed to the ladder and to the place 
where the other women were waiting. 

"You shall go into the next boat if you like," 
he said quietly. " After all, it is only my idea. But 
it must be the next boat ; we shall never launch a 
third." 

" Do you mean that the ship will sink ? " 
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'* I mean that it is sinking now." 

This had been in his mind all along, though he 
would not tell her so. He did not believe that the 
boats would ever be launched ; and now, warned by 
a mere instinct that the end was at hand, he dragged 
her aft almost roughly, and coming to the wheelhouse 
he cast off his coat and began, his work. 

"The life-belts are here," he said, speaking and 
workii^ at the same time. *' Hold up your arms so 
— ^now we make it fast I spotted this raft two days 
ago, and have regarded it as my property ever 
since. It will float like a cork. Lucky the/ve for- 
gotten it, isn't it ? See — I am just strong enough to 
get it down. Now, if you will try and lift that end, 
we'll get it overboard There she goes, splendidly. 
Can you swim, girl? Can you keep yourself afloat 
for just two minutes? Then over you go — for your 
life, jump ! " 

The sentences followed each other, broken and 
disjointed, as he cut the raft free from the side of the 
wheel-house, and with Jessie's aid flung it into the 
sea. It was ^ne of those rude contrivances of wood 
and rubber which passenger steamers sometimes carry 
to satisfy the pleasant ofiicials of an easy-going Board 
of Trade — a contrivance which few remember in an 
hour of crisis. There were many of a similar kind on 
board the Jersey City ; but this raft, slung up to the 
wheel-house, had been forgotten by all save Murray 
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in tliat hour of emeigency. He had marked it yester- 
day when there came to him the idea that Fate had 
claimed the steamer, and that she would never see 
land again; and his foresight enabled him to carry 
out his plan without a hitch. Working like a navvy, 
he cut the raft free and cast it into the sea. He 
believed it to be the only way, and this beUef the 
girl shared when she took one fearful look behind 
her and realised that which was passing upon the 
terrible deck. 

The hour of discipline had gone by now. As the 
Jersey City settled down by the bows, the steerage 
passengers came aft with one wild shout, and ming- 
ling with the others they fought their way towards the 
boats. Neither Captain Ross's trumpet-like com- 
mand from the bridge nor the revolvers of the officers 
by the boats kept those panic-stricken people from 
that which they believed to be the way of safety. 
One upon the other, pell-mell, trampling the women 
down, they surged along the promenade deck and 
took their stand by the gangway. Fierce cries were 
heard, curses, imprecations, the report of pistols, and 
the screams of the dying. But the mob prevailed* 
and the timid few were driven down toward the water 
and death. 

All this Jessie saw while she heard Murra/s 
frantic cry that she would save herself. 

'* Jump or drown I " he shouted, ahnost brutally, 
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for he knew that but an instant lay between her and 
deatL " Jump or drown ! You must take the choice ! '* 
She suppressed a ay, clinging to him for an 
instant in one last appeal She did not lack the 
courage to battle for her life; but the black sea 
below her, the lapping water, the chilling mist, and 
above all this the belief that death had claimed her 
at last, drove her back from the ship's side and left 
her cowering at his feet 

"I can't! Oh, my God, I dare not! *" 
Murray stooped, and lifted her in his armsw 
''I will take the risk for you,'' he said quietly, 
and holding her close to him he clambered up the 
bulwarks and leapt into the sea. Jessie felt the water 
su]f[ing in her ears like a torrent of ice. She thought 
that she was sinking down, down, as though a great 
weight held her remorselessly. This was death, she 
said, and as the intolerable pain in her lungs increased 
and visions passed swiftly through her brain she fell 
to thinking of the most trivial things, as drowning 
people will sometimes da Odd faces passed in 
review before her ; she recalled the last " good-bye " 
she had spoken to her betrothed when he sailed in 
the Teutonic from New York. She could hear his 
laugh like a gurgling of water, and this sound recurred 
and recurred until it became as a mania of the mind 
which she could not shake off. In the end she lost 
consciousness, and remembered nothing more until 



THE MESSENGER OF FATEt 121 

she opened her eyes to discover the cloud of white 
vapour for her heaven and the stiU sea for her cradle. 
She did not realise for a little instant of time what 
had happened, or why the sea rocked her thus in 
such a chill embrace. A strong arm Uf ted her up and 
put a flask to her lips. She knew that she was drink- 
ing brandy, but the fire of it made her shudder. 

" Don't ! " she cried protestingly, and pushing the 
flask away. ^ It chokes me. Please leave me alone." 

Murray let the pretty head sink upon his knees, 
and curling himself up upon the fragile raft he peered 
out into the darkness as one who has found a strong- 
hold and would protect it An ominous silence every- 
where prevailed His keen ear could not detect the 
splash of an oar or any human voice. The Jersey 
City^ he said, lay at the bottom of the Atlantic, a 
thousand fathoms down, and in a week or less London 
and the cities would blaze with the newspaper reports 
of that calamity. He wondered who would live to 
relate that story truly. A man of iron nerves, the 
dreadful isolation, the peril of his position, appalled 
even him. But this frail raft, six feet square, perhaps, 
between them and eternity! Here was a truth to 
close his arm once more about the girlish figure, and 
to bid him shield her while life remained to him. 

^ The brandy would do you good," he said at last 
"I wish you would try to drink it" 

Jessie raised herself with an effort, and escaping 
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f fom his dose embrace she cast one quick glance all 
about her ; and then» as though terrified by what she 
saw, sank down again and hid the terror from her 
sight 

'^The steamer has sunk» then?'' 

** It went down five minutes ago. We were just 
in time to escape the vortex. There are some saved, 
I trust Two boats got away. I hope our friends 
were in one of them.'' 

^ Oh» I hope so— I hope so! ** she said, trembling 
while she spoke. "I wilt not believe they are all 
lost" 

"The fog is so thick I could see little. If the 
tramp stood by, there should be many saved I hope 
she did — ^but we mustn't think of it now. We have 
ourselves to look after, and we want all our courage. 
If the wind will keep down, it's all right I shall lash 
you to the raft in either case» because it's safer, and 
we might sleep." 

Jessie wondered that he could speak of sleep at 
such a time; but the night had been kinder to her 
than to him ; and he was still imnerved by the terrible 
tragedy of which he had been the unwilling witness. 
Not passively had he come to the possession even 
of so frail a shelter. Others strove for it with him ; 
strong swimmers battling for their lives; drowning 
men clutching at the hope; even the dead, whom 
the sea washed to that havea But Murray drove 
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them away without pity. He had a woman to sav^ 
and he thought of no other. A third upon the raft 
would have sunk it, he said Why should two perish 
that a third might die with them 7 So he thrust the 
drowning men down, and beat the swimmers off, and 
unloosened the hands of the dead, which had closed 
half convulsively upon his own. The inanimate figure 
at his side robbed him of the common impulses of 
humanity. He fought for her ; he cared nothing who 
died if she might live. 

He had gained the raft, as he said, at the moment 
when the steamer sank headlong; and dragging 
Jessie upon it, he took the short paddle, with which 
he had provided it, and plied it for dear life to escape 
the vortex of the whirlpool The ship sank by the 
bow ; so that her stem stood up for an instant high 
above the swell, ere it was engulfed in a chasm of 
foam and rushing eddies. Two of the boilers burst 
as she went down, and in the path of that explosion 
fire was shot towards the heavens, like some signal 
of her dire distress. It was ironical, Murray said, that 
her great search-light should bum almost to the last, 
and roddi^ its arc of translucent beams should show 
the frenzied faces of the drowning, the arms thrust 
up above the still sea, and the dark shapes of those 
whose eyes were down-turned toward the tomb which 
awaited them. But thus it was ; and even as the 
steamer went, the great arc seemed to linger an in- 
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stant, and then to be rolled away like a quivering 
carpet of watered gold which an unseen hand 
snatched up. 

The steamer sank with a roar of escaping steam 
and a shudderii^ ay from five hundred throats, and 
that last mighty crash of sounds which her rending 
decks gave out Thereafter for many minutes no 
voice was heard, no eddying of waters, nor any move- 
ment of the lapping swells. The drenching fog 
muted the piteous cries, and shut out the awful scene. 
Murray, kneeling upon the raft and chafing the 
deadened limbs of the woman he had saved, saw noth- 
ing of that which befel upon the hither sea, nor would 
he hear the distracted voices of those in their agony. 
The task he had set himself seemed already to bear 
this bitter fruit of death and regret, for he believed 
that Jessie was dying; and he worked with the 
strength and frenzy of a madman to save her. When 
at last she opened her eyes, he ceased his occupation 
Uke a man discovered in a guilty act The sweat fell 
from him like raia He feared that he would slip from 
the raft, so great was his exhaustioa 

"You speak of sleep,*' she said, taking up the 
thread of their talk when long minutes had passed. 
" Do you think you and I will ever wake again, Mr. 
West? I don't; I don't think I want to, either. 
Dear God, how cold I am — ^how cold ! " 

" I understand what you feel," he said, driven a 



THB MESSENGER OF FATBt X2S 

great way toward despair in spite of himself. " That's 
why I wanted you to drink the brandy. We'll get the 
inside of these oilskins dry when the sun comes up» 
but we must try to keep going until thea I wonder 
if you could use the paddle? It would keep you 
warm if you could. There's nothing like exercise 
when you are wet I remember once being in a tight 
place in the Dolomites. An Oxford don and myself 
kept ourselves warm on a six-inch ledge by riding 
imaginary bicycles with our dangling heels. It looked 
ridiculous, but it was useful Pickwick, you know, 
when he fell through the ice, ran for the cup. I wish 
we had some of that warm ptmch here now. Just 
the old milk stuff, with plenty of rum in it I guess 
we have got to wait If there's rum and milk on 
board the steamer that picks us up, I will brew you 
some. Now, just try to work this paddle. You will 
get wet, but you'll keep warm. Do you think you 
can? Well, try." 

He went on like a man who must divert her 
thoughts at the expense of his own reputation for 
common-sense. Jessie knew that he was talking 
nonsense, but she did not resent it Obeying him 
without question, she took the paddle in her numbed 
hands, and began to scull vigorously. The raft 
answered to her touch, and turned clumsily in the 
lazy swells. She ceased her labour to laugh at its 
results. 
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"It is just a circus, and you are the audience" 
she exclaimed defiantly. " What are we going to do» 
Mr. West? Where wiU it end?** 

"It will end upon the deck of the first steamer 
that has the decency to come this way. I don't 
pretend to imitate that humbug the ancient mariner ; 
but this fog promises fine weather, and fine weather 
is everything to us. Look ! The clouds are drifting 
already, and there is our old friend the Great Bear. 
It is only at sea that a landsman remembers the 
stars. He has a sentimental regard for the moon, 
and he records the hours of sunshine in his news- 
papers; but the stars he leaves for melodrama. It 
is odd, too, because to my mind there is no suggestion 
of infinity so wonderful or so awful as that of the 
stars. Just look up yonder. Millions of worlds, an 
infinite number — ^peoples, dties, kingdoms, just the 
same little pettifogging troubles, perhaps, as we have 
here below. Or is it something altogether different, 
and all that we see — suns and stars and this great 
celestial sphere — but the heart of a greater world 
of which we do not even know the nature? My 
thoughts go that way whenever the pointers show me 
the North Star. I ask myself if the secret is eternal 
or n^rely for a day. If death answers that question, 
then my curiosity has been the neighbour of know- 
ledge more than once in my life. Destiny evidently 
intended to bless me with feline attributes. I re* 



THB MESSENGER OF FATEi 127 

member six positively thrilling escapes, and this is the 
seventh. If it were the ninth, I should be mieasy.** 

Jessie ceased to row that she might ask him a 
frank question. 

"* What did you do in America? '' she said. ^ Why 
were you there? I think I should like to know, if 
you won't hate me for the question.^ 

" Not at all ; much better ask it than think it I 
went to America to make a fortune. A good many 
were there on the same errand. We did not alwajrs 
agree. I believed in change of occupations, and 
necessity saw to it that I was obliged Some day I will 
write a book for you : just the career of a man who lands 
in New York with sixpence halfpenny. I will show 
you how he can turn his hand to anything on God's 
earth — afloat a mine, run a bar, be the attractive 
genius of a dive, black a millionaire's boots, cook for 
a cattle ranch, start a city, run a paper, break a prison 
— ^in fact, live through a melodrama, and come out 
with a whole skin and some shreds of character. If 
you don't agree with that, I will not be hard on you ; 
but I am going to ask you a question in turn. What 
made you call me the Rogue? Why did you do it, 
unless you had good reason ? Oh ! I know you did. 
It is astonishing how fast malice travels, and always 
straight back to the victim. It is just like an electric 
current: the positive pole to set it going, and the 
negative to receive it I knew what you were calling 
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me the very first night you did it Now let's hear 
you defend yourself." 

Jessie turned her face away. 

'' I don't defend myself/' she said doggedly, " and 
you should never ask a woman for reasons. If we 
called you a Rogue, it was because of the others, your 
friends. Don't you think they deserved it ? " 

" Perhaps ; it is a question of d^[ree. One man 
plays poker with railway stocks, and is made mayor 
of his city; another plays poker with dollars in an 
observation car, and is shot in the leg. I never judge 
superficially. Decent men will do strange things for 
money. I am not going to judge Richard Marx 
to-night, and I will tell you why. He is dead. Miss 
Golding." 

She shuddered at the words, and sat for a little 
while silent and afraid. She would not ask how 
Marx had died ; nor could she hide it from herself that 
all the common standards of life were changed in 
that dreadful hour. Wealth and station and the 
tri\dal ambitions stood so far away. A surpassing 
sense of loneliness and isolation frc^e her heart She 
tried to tell herself that there was hope, but the voice 
of the sea mocked her. She did not believe, had she 
but tried herself, that she would see the sun again. 

" Yes, yes, you are right," she said. " I will judge 
no one to-night, and I am sorry, Mr. West; I am 
really sorry for what I said." 



THE MESSENGER OF FATE* 129 

" There is no need to be that We shall under- 
stand each other by-and-by. I often think it is a 
good sign if you take to anyone slowly. First im- 
pressions of men — ^and, for that matter, of women too 
— aren't worth much. I saw one of the biggest million- 
aires in a bathing gown once, and I gave him twopence 
to get me a towel He brought it The instinct of the 
race was too strong.** 

She laughed in spite of herself, while Murray dived 
into the pocket of an oilskin coat and produced a 
pipe and tobacco pouch. 

** Do you know," he said, '' that I planned all this 
nearly thirty hours ago ? It is true, though. I knew 
it was an off-chance, but I took it A helpless ship 
in an ocean highway, rudder gone, and a heavy sea. 
I said she might be struck. Well, she has been. 
She's gone, and here am I just as I saw it all** 

"Do you mean to say that I appeared in your 
calculations ? '* 

''No one else. I was three hours prying about 
the ship for some raft which no one else would 
remember. I saw a hencoop forward which would 
have been the very thing, but it was too heavy, and 
I could not lift it All the rafts on the promenade 
deck were so hitched up that a squad of marines could 
not have set them free. I went aft and found this 
thing bent up to the wheel-house. 'It is just the 
thing,* said !» ' and Jessie will have to put up with it' ** 
J 
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" You said ' Jessie.' " 

''I took the liberty. It occurred to pe that if 
two people were drifting round on a six-foot plank, 
the common formaUties would sound a bit out of 
place. ' I shall call her Jessie, and she will call me 
Murray/ I said. When we are picked up we can be 
strangers again; that will be very natural She is 
going to England to marry Lord Eastry, and I am 
going to the devil Perhaps the roads don't lie so 
far apart, but I must not say so. The first thing is 
life ; the formalities may come afterwards. So, I was 
telling you, I spotted the raft, and after dinner the 
night before last I hitched these two lifebelts on to it 
and strapped my oilskins just where we found them. 
It wasn't possible to do much in the way of provision- 
ing, but I have got a water-bottle, three tins of Bovril, 
and just as much biscuit as I could lay hands 
upoa We shall make an a/ fresco meal, and feel 
better for it ; but we are not going to cut the ropes, 
for we don't know what might happen. We shall 
only loose them — ^just so." 

He cast off the end of the rope which lashed his 
own body and hers, and thus getting some freedom 
of movement he took his treasures from the canvas 
bag and spread them upon the tarpaulin sheet which 
was a part of the raft 

The banks of chillix^ f(^ had now been carried 
away by a hght breeze from the south, and all the 
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arc of the heavens was revealed with its radiant stars. 
Deep and infinitely blue» that mighty vlult, thus un- 
curtainedi seemed to uplift their hearts and to awaken 
new hopes. Jessie asked herself if» after all, she had 
not the right to hope. 

"Why/' she cried, "it is just a picnic on the 
Hudson; and I do dote on Bovril, especially when 
you must eat it with your fingers. Oh, but it was 
thoughtful of you to think of it all It wanted a man 
forthat** 

*• Of course it did. What else are men for ? The 
thinking women belong to a past age. Hate me, but 
admit that it's true. In America no woman ever 
thinka She does the first thing that comes into her 
head, and isn't sorry for it afterwards. I like your 
women, though, chiefly for their pluck. There is 
nothix^ in heaven or earth which an American girl 
respects, except the dress-maker. You are a new 
thing in life— quite delightful, utterly shallow, and 
generally dangerous. You kill your men at forty, and 
they like it In England we are beginning to imitate 
you — God help us !— but we shall never be more than 
poor imitators, for our homing instinct is too strong. 
Now perhaps you will take some brandy ; I prescribe 
it, and I intend to be obeyed." 

He poured a little brandy into the cup of the 
flask, and mixing it with water from the leather bottle 
he forced it upon her. She drained it to the last 
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drop, and returning the cup to his hands admitted 
the excellence of his prescription. 

"Now," she cried, "it's just like drinking fire- 
works ; and oh ! Mr. West, you will never marry an 
American girl, will you ? " 

"Most decidedly not, in the ordinary course of 
things. Please don't call me Mr. West— my name is 
Murray." 

" Then Mr. Murray '* 

" The ' Mr. * is superfluous." 

" But I feel so awkward" 

"Practice," he said, "will make it easy. Come 
—try." 

"Well, Murray, then. Oh! isn't it ridiculous? 
What are ' ordinary ' conditions ? " 

"That I am sound and sane in mind and 
body, and that the American girl is of the ordinary 
type." 

" Why, and what's that ? " she asked 

" Flaxen-haired, frivolous, expensive, shallow, am- 
bitious, gaudy, incapable of affection, unworthy of 
love. That is the common type." 

"You think so? Well, I don't I just love the 
American girls. I am sure they are lovable, and that 
is the best thing about them. Now, isn't it so ? " 

Murray covered a biscuit with Bovril from the tin, 
and commanded her to eat it 

" When you are through with that," he said» " I 
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will listea No doubt you have something to say for 
them.'* 

Jessie finished the biscuit to the last crumb, and 
then dusted her shrinking lap. 

** The American girl is clever," she said " You 
can't deny that She is not afraid to go anywhere, 
and she has plenty of moral courage. When I was 
twenty I travelled from Rome to London alone, and 
just held my own aU along. The young English girl 
wouldn't do that She'd want an aunt and two 
brothers, and then she'd be frightened We don*t 
care for anyone, and that helps us along. I'm sure 
you will see more pretty women at Newport any day 
in the season than you will see in England in the 
year. We know how to dress, and we don't make 
up, just because heaven has been kind to us and we 
don't need it Then you say we're not fond of our 
homes. It isn't true, except among a very few silly 
people who call themselves smart. There is more 
real home life in America than anywhere, and I don't 
care who says there isn't We're very fond of pleasure 
— but why should we not be ? Do you think it is a 
virtue to be sad? I don't If a nation is light- 
hearted, it is happy. We are rich, but we cannot 
help that. You would not love us any more if we 
were poor, and you would not talk about us. It is 
just envy, and we can laugh at it If you think the 
American girl cares, why, I tell you she does not 
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You can marry her, and then you say she is flippant 
Why don't you stop in England, and find your wives 
there? I believe in results, and when I see my 
people everywhere I don't care what is said about 
them. When I get to London— oh my! shall I ever 
get to London? — ^I will tell Lord Eastiy what you 
have said. If he thinks the same, I shall go back 
to New York." 

''If he thinks it, you may be sure he w<mi^ tell 
you sa He is a charming man, but I should be 
surprised to hear that he has any brains to think at 
alL Of course we must get you to London in time 
for the wedding. It will depend on the ship that 
picks us up. If we caught a home-going steamer, it 
would be glorious ; but anyway, I'll try to. persuade 
the captain to put us on the road. We are right in 
the track of ocean-going steamers here, and I don't 
think anything can happen to us. Look how beauti- 
fully calm it is. It's just as though the sea said, ' I 
will help you.' " 

Jessie looked away at the ridges of foamless water, 
and thought, indeed, that they justified him. The 
sea would help her. She knew not why or how ; but 
she dared to believe that some kindly fate watched 
over her and would lift her up even from this menace 
of the waves. Such a faith in the hour of peril has 
saved many lives. We know sometimes whether life 
or death awaits us ; and every act of ours, the course 
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we embark upon or the course we shun, is made or 
taken or relinquished at the dictates of an obedience 
we can neither Umit nor command Jessie believed 
that some miracle would save her. She was not 
I ashamed to confess as much. 

"Oh, yes," she said; "the sea says that, and 
Tm listening all the time. Do you know, Mr. 
West " 

^'Murray,' I think you said." 

-Well. Mr. Murray ^" 

''Without the unnecessary prefix." 

"Oh, then, Murray, if you like — I shall leani 
by-and-by. Do you know, we've been talking a great 
deal of nonsense, and shall I tell you why ? " 

" I'm all ears to know." 

^ Why, just to make me forget all this. It's brave 
oi you — yes. But as if one could forget! Think 
of it ^" 

" The very last thing you should do. I forbid you 
to think of it That's why so many people have no 
nerves — ^they think of it No ; you and I are going 
to try a new plan. We are not going to think of it 
at alL Here's a smooth sea and a warm south wind, 
and a starry night, and a foothold that will keep us 
above water, however much it blows. Why should 
we think of it at all? Just a few hours of cold and 
wet, and then the dawn, and a steamer on our sky 
line ; and hey for London and St Paul of Knights- 
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bridge. That*s the case, if you must think of il 
I'd much rather that you slept^ 

" Sleep i Oh, dear God, how could I sleep ? '* 
The exclamation, betraying the depth of her 
suffering, escaped her despite a resolute determin- 
atioa Murray pretended not to hear it; but the 
words struck him like the blow of a knife. 

"We can do anything if we try — at least, the 
school-books say so, and perhaps they don't lie so 
badly. I know that I am a dreadful chatterer, but I 
will reform. Let me try to make you comfortable. 
We'll take watch and watch about, Uke the seamen 
do. You sleep until you wake, and I'll sleep after- 
wards. I'm going to make my ample chest into a 
pillow. Wliy, see, formalities may be left on shore 
to-night, and you'll sleep just so. If I don't keep 
you warm, wake up and tell me so. Man's a clumsy 
brute any time, but he's particularly ridiculous when 
he handles a woman.'' 

Jessie looked at him in amused astonishment. 
•' Am I to be sent to bed like a child? " 
"Just so; like a child that has caught cold and 
must be nursed" 

" But you are cold too ; your hands are like ice.** 

"Leave me out of the question; my hide is 

pachydermatous. I have the digestion of an ostrich, 

and the skin of a polar bear. Please do as I tell yoa 

I am the captain of this ship." 
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Jessie hesitated for an instant, and then obeyed 
him without another word His own acts were 
methodical and prudent. He drew tight the ropes 
which bound them to the raft; and, lashing them 
again and again, he knotted them at last so that even 
a hurricane would not unloose them. The wraps 
with which he covered the shivering girl were the 
oilskins from his own back, and the large tarpaulin 
which he himself had provided. Satisfied at last that 
he had done all possible, he drew the girl close in his 
arms and pressed her trembling limbs to his own. 

"Now," he said, "it is my watch. The sooner 
you sleep the sooner shall I. Will you obey me, 
Jessie ? " 

" Yes," she said, and she knew not why the answer 
pleased her ; " yes, I will obey you, Murray." 

She lay close in that strange embrace — the em- 
brace of a man who must be a stranger to her here- 
after ; and, as the blood began to course more swiftly 
through her veins and a sense of security to quieten 
her mind, she gradually lost consciousness in that 
middle state which is neither sleep nor wakefulness, 
but only a great content with time and place and the 
desire of rest At last she slept, and in her dreams 
she thought that she sailed the seas alone, and that 
he had left her, that she cried pitifully for his return, 
but no voice answered her. No ship sailed upon that 
dark horizon — ^none but the ship of fate, which passed 
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her by unheard Jessie remembered the dream long 
afterwards. She would set it side by side with the 
truth, and wonder what links in that chain of shadows 
escaped her. 

But Murray sat like some figure of stone, motion- 
less, the red light from his pipe glowing ever and 
anon in the darkness, his face immovable and betray- 
ing no emotiooSb None watching him might have said 
whether k>ve or hate, hope or despair, suflFering or 
content, dominated his mind and dictated bis acts. 
From time to time he scanned the horizon with the 
quick eyes of a man who has been both hunted and 
hunter ; and from that he would look down upon the 
child's face lying so near his heart ; and pressing the 
figure still closer to him would resume his old attitude 
of stubborn patience and the fatalist's indiflPerenoe. 

Dawn found him thus, when a hgpng sun came 
up from a bank of cloud, and all the waste of waters 
spread out before him as a revelation oi the infinite. 
He turned his haggard qres east and west, north and 
south, but beheld no ship. And the raft drifted 
helplessly, a thousand miles from land on the kmely 
desert 6f the oceaa 



CHAPTER IX. 

A BLUE CLOUD DRIFTING. 

Captain Keen lay all his length upon the red velvet 
Bofa of the chart-room, which stood next door to his 
own cabin upon the bridge deck of the ocean steamer 
Royed Scot. It was two beUs in the &rst dog watch, 
and about the captain's customary hour for a jug of 
tea and a more or less genial reckoning with his first 
mate, Fcnton, the one able officer upon his ship. 
From dinner-time until this hour no one dared as 
much as to whisper in the neighbourhood of the cap- 
tain's bivouac He was studying the beatitudes, the 
men said, and he needed a third glass of neat whisky 
to keep them in his head A fourth glass led him 
sometimes to insane outbreaks, when he would emerge 
from the chart-room with a great riding-whip in his 
hand, and, striding about the deck like a maniac, 
slash the crew right and left until blood flowed be* 
neath their shirts, and they ran from him screaming. 
A Uttle man, he had the manner and the strength 
of a great bully ; and his horrible evil eye, his 
deformed left arm, and his fearful oaths obtained 
for him a mastery which mere physical superiority 
might never have achieved. Complaints and threats 
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were alike a matter of supreme indifference to him. 
If a seaman spoke of courts and a Board of Trade, 
he knocked him down out of hand "You're the 
board, and I'm the trade/' he used to say playfuUy ; 
and the terrible whip cut the man's flesh and left 
him groaning upon the deck. 

That these things should be done upon an ocean 
steamship in the first days of the twentieth century 
has been the subject of great marvelling now that 
Captain Tod Keen's exploits are more widely known, 
and Germany and America have nearly come to 
blows over the adventure he embarked upoa The 
plain fact was that the Royal Scot could not rightly 
have been called either royal or Scottish; but was 
just a substantial ocean tramp, bought by the insur- 
gents of Venezuela to run a cargo of arms to the 
Gulf of Para ; and was, at the very moment we dis- 
cover her, prepared to show her heels to any warship 
that should be espied upon her horizon, be it American 
or Venezuelan or British. Manned by a crew of many 
nationalities, Swedes and niggers, and Germans and 
octoroons, there was no common action possible 
against her captain's brutalities; for Swede would K 

laugh when a nigger was down, and Germany 
guffawed that Sweden's back should be lashed. So 
Captain Tod stormed the decks, bellowing and strik- 
ix^ and playing the maniac's part, and none but 
Fenton withstood him — Fenton, the silent, sleek- 
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haired Englishman* who never answered, never 
argued, but only looked Tod Keen turned away 
from that glance as though it would bum him where 
he stood. He never lifted a hand against Fenton ; 
he knew by instinct that such a blow would probably 
be the last he would ever strike. 

It is Captain Keen, then, whom we find in the 
chart-room of the Royal Scot at two bells in the first 
dog-watch upon a breezy day in the Atlantic Ocean. 
A whisky decanter close to his hand, he wore a gaudy 
uniform ; and a cap with a golden eagle for its badge 
was tilted back upon his spikey red hair as he lay. 
Strange to say, of all books in the world, a copy of 
the " Pilgrim's Progress '' rested upon his knees ; but 
do not assume that the little man was reading it 
or contemplating the virtues of Christian and the 
narrow way. Not at all ; he covered the margins of 
its leaves with certain mundane calculations, and these 
concerned his own profits when the arms which the 
good ship carried should be safely landed at the gulf 
and this crew of nondescripts be sent packing. Cap- 
tain Tod figured it out that he would make nearly 
ten thousand pounds, while Fenton's profit should be 
one-third of his own. It would be ridiculous, he 
argued, to pay over so much good money to such a 
taciturn rogue ; and all his wit endeavoured to con- 
trive a scheme whereby Fenton should be swindled of 
his share. " It is to be done," Captain Tod said ; but 
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how it was to be done his whisky-fuddled brain refused 
to tell him. He was still at a loss when Fenton entered 
the chart-room — b, freckled-faced man from Grimsby 
town, blue-eyed, flaxea-hairedi with the shoulders of 
one bom to the sea life, and a servant of it from his 
youth up. His manner was, perhaps, scarcely as well 
controlled as usual He spoke first, and that was an 
unusual thiag for him to do. 

^ Come to report, sir. There's a haze of smoke 
on the port bow, and it looks like a small boat 
afire." 

- Well, let it bum. What's it to do with me ? I 
ain't in it" 

""No, sir," said Fenton; **! am quite aware of 
that" 

*' Then what do you come whimpering here for 7 
Am I to be trotted out every time a porpoise dives ? 
What's the boat to do with me ? " 

Fenton was quite accustomed to this kind of ques- 
ti<m, and he repUed without any display of temper 
whatever. 

"The boat's got this to do with you — there's a 
man and woman aUve in it Shall I tell the hands 
to stand by, or will you ? " 

Captain Keen laughed a little bmtally. 

** You ought to have been a girl, FentcMi,'' said he. 
" You'd have looked well in petticoats, by thunder 1 
What do you suppose I'm going to do ? Waste a 
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day cruising around for poor shipwrecked mariners^ 
when every hour's precious ? Let 'em bum or drown. 
I don't care a dime." 

Fenton regarded him with undisguised contempt 

^ Then I'll give the order myself/' he said, with 
insistent firmness. ''The men are waiting for it 
You will have a poor time with them if you hold out, 
sir.'' 

''What! Do the swine show their teeth? Just 
you point out to me the man that does it I have got 
a whip somewhere ; I'll look for it Here, give me a 
hand yourself. That back of mine catches me if I 
get up suddea Let's see what it's all about" 

Fenton smiled, but gave him his hand neverthe- 
less, for he knew that Captain Keen's back generally 
afBicted him in this way after his third glass of 
whisky. 

From the bridge, above which rose the chart-house, 
they had a fine view of the narrow decks below and 
of the great expanse of the sea, now white with surg- 
ing rollers. A group of the hands stood in the bows 
peering out at a heavy doud some mile and a half 
away to port ; and the second officer — a mere lad by 
the name of Kelly — had fixed this object with his 
glass. He was an American from Gloucester who had 
passed no examination, but who was good enough for 
Captain Keen and the Royal Scot 

" I can't make it out, sir," he said, when the two 
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came up. *' The seas run too high. It looks to me 
like a hencoop, and that's a signal, right enougL'' 

Captain Keen put up his glass and observed the 
distant cloud for some time without speaking. There 
certainly was a drift of fine smoke rolling away in 
thin blue wreaths upon the freshening breeze; but 
what lay beneath the smoke ? Whether it were boat 
or raft or merely burning timber, those on the bridge 
could not for some time make out 

^ Better lower a boat and have done with it, sir,** 
said Fenton quietly. 

Captain Keen pretended not to hear him. 

" An old barrel half burnt out, as likely as not,** 
he said, to make a pretence of decency. ^ You'll be 
running after the duckweed next What makes you 
think there is anyone alive there?" 

" My eyes, sir,'* said Fenton coolly. *' I can see 
a man standing up.'* 

There was a low cry of " Aye, aye ! " from the men 
grouped forward, and they did not take any pains at 
all to hide their uneasiness. 

There are few sailors afloat, whatever be their 
nationality, good men or bad, honest or rogues, who 
will turn their backs upon a voyager in need; and 
the crew of the Royal Scot were no exception. Fen- 
ton, watching them very closely, put the question 
once more. 

" Better hold on, sir, and have done with it" 
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Captain Keen said *• Very well," and the bell to 
* stand by" rang loudly in the engine-room. The 
sea was fresh and choppy, but they lowered a boat 
without much difficulty, and Kelly, the second officer, 
took charge of her. 

Captain Tod's last words to him were a threat 
'' If you don't come back inside an hour, I'll leave 
you to find your own way in," he bawled '* It would 
do some of you good to work a bit, you lazy hounds ! " 

He waited until the boat was lost to view behind 
a towering wave before he entered his cabin, and 
cried to the cook to bring his tea. When the half- 
caste, who waited upon him, hurried up with the tea 
cups. Captain Tod amiably kicked him down the 
ladder and sent the hot waler after him to keep him 
in a proper frame of mind. He was out on the 
bridge again in ten minutes' time, stamping and 
bellowing like a trapped bull; and his inseparable 
companion, the whip, whistled through the air within 
an inch of Fenton's ear. At this, however, the chief 
officer turned like lightning, and taking a step to- 
wards his chief he raised his glass as though he con- 
templated knocking his captain's brains out. 

''For two pins I'd throw you into the sea," he 
said savagely. ''Go into your cabin, you drunken 
beast!'"! 

Thus brought to bay, the drunkard leant against 
the chart-room window, and laughed foolishly. 

K 
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^Did I touch yott?" he asked incoherently. 
^ Nonsense ! That's my joke ; yoa know it is.'* 

''Then you play it on someone else. I am not 
taking any.** 

''All right, Fentoa You needn't be so uppish. 
Where's the boat? What are those dirty niggers 
doing?" 

" They are bringing a man and woman on board 
here. You had better remember your company 
manners, if you ever had any." 

"A woman? Don't play the tenderfoot on me, 
Fenton. How has a woman got there? You are 
lying.** 

" Then I learned the habit from you. If you don't 
believe me, look yonder.** 

Captain Tod lurched to the end of the bridge and 
steadied himself against the indicator to take another 
look through his spy-glass. The boat certainly was 
returning. From time to time you saw it mounting 
the crest of a wave and then slipping down, like a 
car upon a rail, into the mighty hollows. As it came 
nearer, Tod Keen began in his muddled way to realise 
what had happened Six men had manned the boat 
when she left the ship ; he counted eight people in 
her as she returned, and the figure of one huddled up 
in the stem was undoubtedly that of a woman. The 
discovery sobered the captain in a moment 

" Why, here's a game ! " he said, turning on Fen- 
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ton with an uncouth laugh. " It's a woman, as sure 
as thunder. What are we to do with her, Fenton? 
A woman, to be the solace and comfort of my old 
age. Oh, my starsi What a turn about! " 

Fenton turned his back upon him, and he went 
on jesting coarsely and repeating his idle specula- 
tions ; and presently he roared to the boatswain below 
to send the steward to him. 

"Here you, get the cabin aft the galley clear. 
Do you hear me ? Get it clear before I come and set 
about yoa There's a lady coming aboard. Make 
ready for her— do you hear ? And tell that lubber of 
a cook to get his kettle going. Ho ! ho ! A lady ! If 
this don't beat all ! " 

The idea amused him very much, and appealing 
also to his vanity he went into his cabin, as he put 
it, to "clean himself." Fenton on the bridge heard 
him puffing and blowing as he slushed his face with 
water and brushed his bristly hair with the vigour of 
a well-feed barber. 

Meanwhile the look-out had hailed the boat ; and 
Fenton at the bridge's end obtained his first glimpse 
of Jessie as she lay half inanimate, drenched to the 
skin and very pale, in Murray's arms. 

" The gai^fway ladder, men," he shouted " Over 
with it ! Some of you help the lady up. Now then, 
quick's the word." 

Seamen, all the world over, love to help a woman. 
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and there were a dozen sturdy volunteers at the 
ladder's head when Murray, holding Jessie in his arms, 
stepped out of the boat and began to climb. 

"Thank you — thank you/' he said to them alL 
" I can do very well with just a hand That's it» my 
good fellow. Ah! if you knew what this meant to 
us— nine hours in the water, and nine out! Oh, 
yes; the smoke was a blue light I popped in my 
pocket just before going over — smoke's better than 
fire when the sun shines, isn't it ? Is that the captain ? 
No. Well, I'd like to thank him, of course. I'm 
just wet, my man — wet to the very bone. Oh, the 
young lady will pull through all right. Much obliged 
Now, if you have got any brandy — and blankets, 
heaps and piles of blankets. Are there any women 
on the ship? Do you carry a stewardess? What? 
A negress? Well, she'll do; men are so clumsy — 
hands like iron bars. Is this the way? Thank you 
— ^thank you." 

It all came in a breath, the honest gratitude, the 
joy, the thankfulness of a man snatched from the 
very jaws of death, yet speaking less for himself than 
for the girl whose life he had cherished with such 
sacrifice and self-devotion. Jessie, to be sure, had 
swooned when help came at last ; hope long balBed, 
the agony of the doubt, the dreadful trial, ending in 
this ultimate deliverance, had required some such 
reaction; but it was nothing worse than a swoon, 
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and when they carried her into the cabin, and the old 
n^;ress had stripped and rolled her in the blankets, 
and willing hands had chafed her lifeless limbs, she 
opened her eyes and asked for Murray. 

'' Is that the gentleman who carried you aboard ? 
Well, he's sleeping, miss.'' 

She looked up in amazement — ^the cabin, the faces, 
how strange they were! For many long hours the 
sea had been washing her limbs, and the rime of the 
spindrift had caked in salt flakes upon her Ups. 
Jessie did not realise her safety even yet 

" Who is this man ? " she asked of the old n^;ress. 

" That am de captain, missie — our own kind cap- 
tain hisself." 

" Then take him out of my cabin at once." 

^No offence, miss," stammered Keen, who had 
been quick to push his way ia "You're my guest, 
you know. *Pon my life, I'm very glad. Say the 
word, and the whole ship's yours. Would you 
fancy a bottle of champagne now? We've some 
aboard '* 

''Go away," said Jessie indignantly. ''Go away 
at once." 

** Oh, well, I'm only trying to do my best. Don't 
you be frightened to send for me if you want me. I 
am off to see your friend. Or is he your brother? 
Well, it doesn't matter, any way. He is looking pretty 
bad, poor chap. I guess he will be glad of a little 
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spirit to mix with the water he has swallowed. Now 
you make yourself quite at home on this ship. You 
are the only white woman here, and we have not 
much accommodation for ladies, but such as it is you 
are welcome to it Make that old hag bustle. It'll 
do her good to trot round awhile.** 

Captain Keen nodded affably as though greatly 
pleased at his own condescension, and stepping out 
of the cabin he greeted Fenton with an inane leer. 

"Getting through my pow-wow," he said mean- 
ingly ; and then he asked, " What have you done with 
the man ? ** 

" Put him in the cabin next to mine," said Fenton 
drily. 

" Oh ! parlour jnanners. Well, I suppose it is all 
right ril go and have a jaw with him. A lanky- 
looking sort of a ragged-tailed poet isn't he. I 
wonder if he's her brother ? " 

" You'd better ask him,'* said Fenton. 

The reticent 'first officer did not deem it necessary 
to explain that his foot had helped the lazy crew to 
clear the cabin and prepare it for this unexpected 
passenger ; but Fenton had liked the stranger from 
the first and done his best for him. When Captain 
Keen introduced himself to Murray, " the Rogue " was 
up to his neck in blankets, and a steaming glass of 
hot rum and water simmered by his side. He was stiS 
in that exdt^ state which attends nervous reaction. 
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and he talked away without a break of the accident 
and its incidents. 

"We broke a propeller three days ago, and lay 
like a hulk. A fc^ came down, and I smelt coUisions. 
There weren't enough boats, so I looked after m3rself. 
The girl and I were nearly twenty hours on that raft 
We don't want a bath to-day I I think not I It 
began to blow this morning, and the water wait right 
over us. She's a rare plucky one, too ; never said a 
word, not when we sighted three ships running and 
could not speak them. Now, Captain, you've got to 
help her. She's booked through to London, and 
marriage is the port You'll do what you can, I 
know; you are such good chaps^ you sailors. We'll 
speak ef it to-morrow. I shall lose my teeth if I 
can't keep this chatter down. Thunder! that's good 
stuCF — ^it warms Uke fire." 

So he went on, while Captain Keen sat himself 
on the opposite bunk, and, swinging his short legs 
like a man who is very pleased with himself, 
took a good look at his guest and tried to sum 
him up. 

" See here," he said at last, " that's all right You 
are welcome aboard, and we'll do what we can ; but 
my porf s Charleston, and I guess that's not the road 
to Londoa Perhaps youll begin by telling me who 
the girl is, and what flag she sails under. I must 
know that, sir, if I'm to help her." 
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Under other circumstances, perhaps, Murray would 
have hesitated to tell him much about Jessie, but he 
was scarcely master of himself to-day, and he spoke 
freety. 

"She's Jessie Golding, the daughter of Golding, 
the Railway King. You've heard of him, and perhaps 
of her. She's to marry young Lord Eastry, who cut 
capers in New York last Christmas ; and she's to do 
it in fifteen days' time if it can be done. We've all got 
to pull together and see her througL Perhaps you 
will speak a ship and transfer her. I know you will 
if you can — ^you are such good cha^ As for me, my 
port doesn't matter a dime. East or west, I don't care 
a red cent; but we must get the girl throt^h, for 
she's counting on it" 

Captain Tod watched him with half-closed eyes, 
and ears which did not miss a word. 

" Guess you are concerned, aren't you ? " he ob- 
served shrewdly. " What's it all to do with you, sir ? 
Are you a relative— cousin, or anything of that sort ? 
You seem mighty keen ? " 

" OV said Murray, as though trying to convince 
himself. "Til give her the chance, anyway. We 
chummed on the ship, and that's the whole of it I 
never spoke a word to her until three days ago, and 
when she's married I don't suppose I shall speak 
another. We are in your hands now, you know. I'm 
sure a woman won't appeal to you in vain. She's a 
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plucky little girl — one of the right sort You do your 
best for her, and Fll sec you don't lose by it" 

Captain Tod screwed up his eyes still more, and 
tried to unravel the tangled threads which troubled 
his silly brain. 

" Oh I The old man would pay something, I 
suppose, if I got her through ? " 

^ I'm sure he would ; and, what's more, I'll give 
you five hundred myself.'* 

"That's a decent sum. Have you got it with 
you?** 

" If I had not, I should not offer it You just think 
it all over and tell me to-morrow. Man, I'm tired — 
dead tired. I simply must sleep." 

Captain Keen took the hint and went towards 
the door, still thinking of the propositioa That Jessie 
Golding, the Railway King's daughter, slept aboard his 
ship was something to set a htmdred wild ideas going 
in his head Five htmdred pounds by no means 
represented their imaginative value. 

" Well." he said, " I'll think it over and see what's 
to be done. You just sleepi By the look of you, you 
want it pretty badly." 

He left the cabin, and Murray, rolling himself up 
in his blankets, slept for ten hours like a tired dog. 
When he awoke his body was all aglow in a gentle 
perspiratimi, and although he suffered from a sense 
of weakness and fatigue, his head was clear and his 
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old manner had returned to him. He would have 
dressed but for the fact that his clothes had been 
carried away by willing hands to the engine-room to 
be dried; and in default of them he laid his head 
back upon the pillow, and tried to reckon up his 
situation. His first exclamati<xi was upon the folly 
which had led him to speak so freely to the captain 
of the ship. 

" I deserve three months^*' he admitted, f rettingly. 
"A child would have kept the story back. This 
man's a shark ; I can read his eye. He was scheming 
all the time how to get money out of old Goldii^. 
I should have kept my mouth shut Well, it can't be 
helped. What's the steamer, I wonder? Probably 
an old tramp. Well, 111 just wait A man without 
clothes isn't good for much. I wonder how Jessie 
is? Yes, she's a rare plucked 'un — a rare good 
plucked 'un.'* 

He sighed and stretched out his hand for his 
watch, which someone had hung at the bunk's head. 

" Honest, anyway," he said to himself, and then 
he opened the little sovereign purse and counted the 
sovereigns. "Nothing gone there. Not much of a 
crew, thea Better the sailor better the thief, any 
day. I wonder if that little captain's a rogue > Yes, 
I wonder.'* 

The opening of his cabin door cut short this idle 
speculation, and he raised himself in his bed to see 
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Fenton, the first officer, standing on the threshold a 
little apologetically. 

•• Come in— <:ome in," cried Murray, cheerily. " It's 
good to see a face. You are the chief officer, I 
suppose ? ** 

Fenton came into the cabin, and shut the door 
quietly. 

"Yes, that's my berth," he said, with some reti- 
cence. " I thought Fd just look in to see how you 
were doing.** 

•• Slept like a top," said Murray brightly. * All 
my worldly wants are a suit of clothes and a cup of 
coffee. Some of you, perhaps, will be able to oblige 
me." 

Fenton came up to the bed concealing something 
in his hand. His manner was a little awkward and 
embarrassed, and he appeared to choose his words 
with difficulty. 

" I thought you'd be glad to have a talk to me," 
he began. " The captain's turned in, so we shan't be 
interrupted." 

It was quite an ordinary remark, but Murray, long 
trained to shrewdness in his judgment of men, divined 
the situation instantly. This officer had come there 
to exchange confidences with him. Well, he was all 
ears. 

''I am much obliged to you," he said frankly. 
** Men of that kind are better in their beds. So your 
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port's Charleston, and we shan't be in the way of 
London-bound ships ? I am sorry for that I have 
promised Miss Golding to get her to LondcHi as soon 
as possible." 

Fenton sat on the bunk just where Keen had sat 
last night, and a doubting smile crossed his face. 

^ You are right to be sorry/* he said veiy slowly. 
" If it's getting to London that troubles you, you'll 
want it alL As to our port — well, Charleston sounds 
as well as anywhere else, I suppose.** 

''Do you mean to say that your port is not 
Charleston ? ** 

"I do, sir. I mean that it's God knows where, 
and the American Navy." 

Murray whistled, and lay full length in his bed. 

" In that case," said he, " we shall have to wait" 

" You certainly wiU, unless you can persuade Keen 
to put you ashore at Martinique." 

" Then he touches at Martinique > " 

'* He has given me to understand so — ^when he was 
drunk." 

" Ha ! Drink's the matter, is it ? " 

" It is, sir, and plenty of it Keep the young lady 
out of his way when he is drunk. That's plainly put 
and honest Yorkshire." 

Murray was silent for some time, but presently he 
saidt* 

" My name's West What's yours ? " 
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•' Oh, just Jack Fcnton— that's what Aey call me." 

"Then, Jack, sir, I will borrow a suit of your 
clothes until my own are dried. Can you let me have 
them at once ? " 

" I will send them down right now. There's some- 
thing else. We found this empty pocket-book in your 
jacket, and here's your rerolver." 

He stood up and put the pistol into Murray's 
hand. 

"Keep it loaded," he said with a nod ^You 
might want it" 



CHAPTER X. 

CAFTAIN KEEN ASKS A QUESTION. 

The fresh breeze had blown itself out during the 
night, and the morning broke in radiant freshness with 
a silvery spraying sea and a cloudless sky and the 
glory of the sunbeams on the water. 

Jo6sie, in crumpled, shrunken dothes. with an old 
woman's bonnet for her hat and a seaman's oilskin 
about her pretty shoulders, was out on the deck at an 
early hour, and espying Murray by the wheel-house 
she ran to him with both her arms extended and asked 
him to laugh with her. 

" My I " she cried, " isn't it^ just gbMious ? Look 
at me, Murray — ^look at my bonnet, look at ay fifty- 
guinea Paquia" And then, her laughter passing in 
a moment, a shadow crossed her face, and she said, 
^ Have they any news .' Is anything known of the 
others? Does the captain think they were saved? 
Oh, if one knew — if one only knew.*' 

He held both her hands for an instant, and then, 
linking his arm in hers, he fell to promenading the 
deck and trying to reassure her. 

" We shan't know anything until we land, one side 
or the other. It would be impossible. I shall h<^ 
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for the best until I hear the wors^ and you must do 
the same» Jessie*. Now« wouldn't it be quite absurd to 
beUeve bad news until it is proved to be true ? The 
ship went down on a calm night, and it is very likely 
that the tramp which sunk her stood by. I beheve, 
at any rat^ that the women were saved. Let's pray 
God it is so, and forget it What I am thinking about 
is our own position. This ship's bound for Charleston 
— at least, they say so. It's a long way from London, 
and unless I can persuade the captain to tranship us, 
you win be late, after all Well, I have done my best 
— adiQit it" 

" A thousand times yes,'' she answered him ; and, 
seeming to xeflect upon it for some while in silence, 
she asked him a little wistfully : " Do you wish me m 
London so very much, Murray ? " 

''What makes you ask mo that?" said Murray, 
not trusting himself to look at her. 

** Why, you make me ask it Ever since we left 
the ship if s been nothing but London, Londcm, Lon- 
don — ^we must be in Londoa Well, I don't care 
about London very much just now. I don't care 
about anything, except that I'm alive." 

^ Oh, of course* that's natural The immediate is 
sometimes more absorbing than the future, but not 
of tea You're so thankful to be aboard here that you 
don't think of anything else. I can quite understand 
it, but I have a duty to perform toward you, ncverthe- 
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less. For the present you are to regard me as a friend, 
brother, father if you like, and in that position I shall 
demand obedience." 

"Oh! you will demand it?" 

" Yes, and be obeyed. Admit that I am a deter- 
mined person when I set my mind upon a thing. I 
see plainly that it is my duty to escort you to London, 
and there to put you into the hands either of your 
relatives or of Lord Eastxy. I should prefer the 
former, but the latter will do.'' 

" How contemptuously you speak of him i " 

'' Forgive me — I don't do any such thing. No 
man has the right to speak to a woman contemptu- 
ously of her fianci — imless she provokes him Monk- 
ton Castle, I believe, is a splendid place. You have 
a picture gallery as long as a race track, and old 
masters enough to make the reputation of a city. You 
can't have everything, Jessie. If you feel yourself 
able to take up this great position, you are wise to do 
so ; you are certainly clever enough to hold it, and 
the choice is your own. All that I insist upon is that 
you make your choice under circumstances which can- 
not influence you falsely. By which I mean, that here 
sentiment is to have no say in it, and that you shall 
be a perfectly free agent when you choose." 

"Then you don't consider me a free agent 

here?" 

"Far from it. My own lucky opportunities in- 
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fluence you, for one thing ; you rate them altogether 
above their value. Then, you are naturally excited by 
it all, and things are out of proportion. In London, 
amoi^ your friends, it will be different. I shall leave 
you there, and you will be free/' 

" You really mean to leave me ? " 

" I am quite resolved. It is the best course for 
both of us.'* 

He felt the little arm quiver upon his own, and 
the pretty fingers which touched his hand almost in 
a caress were withdrawn. Muiray would have given 
many years of his life could he have turned and taken 
the pitiful figture in his arms and whispered that pro- 
test of his love which all his iron will scarcely could 
restrain. But he was a man who, whatever his past 
had been, remained chivalrous toward women ; and he 
would have counted himself a rogue indeed had he used 
this opportunity to his own ends or claimed an advan- 
tage of these very services which accident had made 
possible. In London, he said to himself, it might be 
different Jessie, it is true, would there be compelled 
to hear the reproaches of her friends, and that devilish 
philosophy which concerns itself with the celestial 
arrangement of marriages and the heavenly desire 
for settlements and diamonds. Perhaps she would 
be unable to withstand the force of those circum- 
stances, and would become Lord Eastr/s wife. This 
thought dried up in an instant the well-spxing of his 
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new-found happiness, and left him passionless and 
cold as marble. 

And of what, we may ask, was Jessie thinking as 
they trod the decks together, and the ship ploughed 
the grey-blue sea and her eyes were turned toward 
the cloudless horizon ? By what means she conquered 
the reservation which attended all her intercourse 
with Murray since the first day she had been on 
board the /ersiy City, perhaps she did not wholly 
know. Her sense of gratitude was supreme, and it 
blotted out all else. The mystery of his life in some 
sense fascinated her and would have fascinated her 
altogether if she could have dissociated it from her 
brother Lionel's death. But suspicion, which, once 
invited, b induced to leave its human tenement reluc* 
tantly, defied her confidence, and would thrust itself 
upon her with its whispered calumny : " Does he speak 
the truth — the whole truth ? " Had she known that 
Murray had been an actor, even impassively, in that 
tragedy, she would never have spoken to him again. 
His persistent refusal to tell her of Lionel's death both 
tortured and excited her. Why was he silent ? Whom 
was he shielding? These questions she could not 
answer ; and when she could put them from her, then 
only did her heart go out to this strong will, and she 
thought that she could submit to it gladly. No other 
man had so influenced, none caused her to think so 
deeply in hours so few. Had he told her but one page 
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of his past, set her doubts for ever at rest, she would 
have held out her arms to him without shame, and have 
said, " I love you," But his habit of mystery baffled 
her, and she came at last to believe that the curtain 
would never be drawn back. 

Captain Keen found them together at the door of 
Jessie's cabin just before eight bells — ^his first appear- 
ance upon the deck that day ; and when Jessie had 
gone in to leave her wraps, he addressed Murray in 
his customary morning manner. 

" Well, my man, and what are you hanging about 
here for?" 

Murray turned as though a man had fired a pistol 
at him. He understood neither the question nor its 
meaning. 

"Did you address me, sir.'*' he asked in his 
astonishment 

" I did so. sir." 

Murray stepped back and looked the fellow up 
and down. 

" You impertinent little hound I " he said, and then 
stof^d for want of words. Keen took two steps 
towards him and raised his fist 

" Now, you march," he said, " and while that lady's 
on board this ship, you keep on the other side. Do 
you hear me ? " 

" Yes," said Murray, very quietly, " I hear you ; 
and — let me see. I know your face, Captain. Yes, 
I've seen it before. Now, where ? " 
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He put out his hand and gripped the ruf&an by 
the aim. 

" Oh, yes," he said, shaking his man until his teeth 
chattered. " I've seen your face before, and now I 
remember it It was in St Louis gaol, three years ago, 
my man, three years ago last January. Shall I go on — 
eh.?" 

Tod Keen strode off to the chart-house promising 
his answer to these inconvenient questions at an early 
moment And there Fenton watched him loading his 
pistols ; and he said to himself, " There's not room 
for these two on this ship, not by a long way." 



CHAPTER XL 

THE ATTACK. 

Murray saw no more of the captain that morning, 
nor did interest inspire him to make inquiries. He 
had already realised the danger of his situation, and 
it needed but this supreme touch of irony, he said, 
to cap the misfortunes of that unlucky voyage. He 
knew perfectly well that his life, if it were valued 
by Captain Keen, would not be worth an hour's 
purchase; and while he was well able to take care 
of himself, and had been too ctften in tight places 
to make overmuch of this one, his fears for Jessie 
were very real and harassing. As in a flash he under- 
stood their position — a ship making for an unknown 
port, arms its cargo, the Venezuelan insurgents its 
probable commissioners, ruffians of all kinds its crew, 
and a rogue for its skipper. The adventures of the 
Ban Righ were too fresh in his memory that he 
should make any mistake about the Royal Scot, 
She would run for any South American port that 
would serve her purpose, he imagined, and there hand 
over her cargo of arms to those who would pay a high 
price for the service. Some acquaintance with the 
history and present condition of the neglected pastime 
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of blockade-running led him to anticipate that the 
warships of three nations would sink the Royal Scoi 
on sight; while, should she escape them, General 
Castro, the rebel President of Venezuela, would shoot 
her crew and enjoy the recreation. Nor would the 
insurgents themselves, with General Matos at their 
head, be less ready to dig graves for friends so em- 
barrassing — a conclusion which made it quite plain 
why such a low ruffian as Captain Keen found him- 
self the master of this ragged tailed crew, and even 
of Fenton, the one honest man among them. Murray 
liked Fenton from the first; and when that some- 
what morose officer came to his cabin after lunch to 
smoke a cigar with him, he offered him the welcome 
of one comrade to another. 

" Mr. Fenton," said he, " I'll make no bones about 
the matter. You and I are in the same boat together 
this voyage, and we are going to see each other 
through. Just sit down and make yourself as com- 
fortable as you can. My cigars are all about five 
hundred fathoms down, so I can't offer you one ; 
but I will borrow a pipe of your tobacco, if you will 
let me, and you can see to the grog. Just sit right 
here, and let's talk freely. From what I know, you 
may not be altc^ether displeased that I came aboard 
I judge as much from what you said this morning.'^ 

Fenton sat on the bunk and pitched his cap upon 
the blankets i)eside him. He had already ordered 
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the steward to bring them coffee and brandy, 
and when their pipes were lighted he asked after 
Jessie 

"I hope the young lad/s better, sir. The right 
kind of young woman that — the right kind altogether. 
But I am sorry she's on this ship, Mr. West, and I 
don't disguise it from you. There's not anything 
floating between New York and the Nore that I 
wouldn't sooner have hailed than the Royal Scot — 
I mean, if I'd been in your shoes." 

A shadow of annoyance passed over Murray's 
face, and he lit his pipe somewhat impatiently. 

"Yes, that's so," he said a little shortly. "A 
rogue of a ship and a drunken man in charge of her 
— ^not exactly a craft for a pretty woman to be hail- 
ing about, I admit it The question is, Since we are 
here, what the devil are we going to do? I am one 
man against about thirty, and the odds are pic- 
turesque. You will stand by me, Mr. Fenton? I've 
counted on you from the first" 

Fenton nodded his head; he was pleased that 
their talk should be quite frank. 

" He's lifting his elbow in the chart-room now," 
he said, indicating Tod Keen. " What he might do 
against you when he's filled up I can't rightly say; 
but you must keep both eyes open. I told you as 
much this morning. He's a very dangerous man; 
and there isn't much law or order where he is going 
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ta That's what I fear for the young lady, sir. If 
they put her ashore at Caracas, God help her." 

Murray blew a cloud of smoke into the air and 
followed it with his eyes as it floated upward. When 
he spoke again he showed how clearly he understood 
the danger. 

"I'll tell you what, Fenton," he said "I am 
going to buy this crew, if money can do it That 
has been in my head since the start — ^the money to 
be paid in New York or London according to oppor- 
tunity. You say you've thirty aboard? Well, 111 
spring one hundred pounds, sir, if you will tot it up. 
Now that is a sensible oflFer. They stand by me if 
it should come to it, and I pay them one hundred 
pounds a man as soon as op^portunity says 'yes 
The rest is their own business — they may sink or 
swim for all I care, and the General may go to the 
devil I take it that you are just running blind, 
and that the first warship you see will drill holes in 
you. If that's so, the men should bite. But you are 
the best judge." 

Fcnton thought it over for a little while. This 
solution of the difficulty had not occurred to him, and 
he did not quite know what to say. 

" It's a pretty tidy idea, but what security are you 
going to oflFer the men ? Will they take your word ? 
I think not Five dollars on this ship would go 
further than a bond for five thousand And mind. 
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youVe got to reckon with the skipper himself. He 
won't wait your convenience, depend upon it ; and a 
whisper of this would set the fireworks going. You 
must think of that before you speak to the crew.'* 

" Be sure I will ; it's been in my mind all along. 
As for the money — ^well, I have ten thousand dollars 
in my clothes somewhere, and a half of it shall go 
to the crew to-day. They must take my word for 
the rest — that or nothing. On their side the promise 
either to tranship me or to compel this man to touch 
at a West Indian port ; on mine, one hundred pounds 
a man within three da}rs of my being able to tele- 
graph to Londoa I'll give you a bond for it now, 
and you shall witness it It would hold in law, I 
think, and I believe the men will trust me. Try 
them, Fenton ; we'll just try them." 

They discussed it at length, weighing the pros 
and cons and all the dangerous chances; and when 
Fenton had brought pens and ink, and this odd 
document had been drawn up, they both signed it 
and asked themselves for the first time what should 
be done with it 

"If you give it to the crew," Fenton said, "he 
will flc^ it out of them. I can't carry it, for he will 
be on to me first What are you going to do with 
it, Mr. West ? We must know that" 

Murray had thought of this, and the difficulty did 
not perplex him at all 
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" I am going to put it, FentoUt where all the crew 
will know of it, but where he cannot touch it Let 
me think of it until to-night Just you go round and 
sound the men, or let that German carpenter do it 
Trust a German if there are any dollars flying round. 
I will take care of Captain Keen; he*s in good 
hands." 

Fenton went away to his watch much perplexed 
by such an odd commission, and Murray crossed the 
deck to Jessie's cabin to tell her that it was tea-time. 
She had slept through the long afternoon, and was 
the better for her sleep ; nor had she any susptci(»i 
about the ship or its officers. A blind confidence in 
Murray answered all her difficulties; she did not 
believe that there was any difficulty whidi he could 
not surmount And when Tod Keen addressed her 
with incoherent civilities or passed Murray by with- 
out a word, she neither remarked it nor was conscious 
of affront Murray, meanwhile, began to perceive 
that the situaticm as between the captain and himsdf 
must be dealt with without delay, and he went to his 
cabin at ten o'clock that night more anxious, perhaps, 
than he had ever been in the whole course of his 
adventurous life 

It was ten o'clock, we say, when he turned in, 
after an ostentatious "good-night" to the c^itain, 
and nearly an hour later before his preparations were 
finished Some good instinct told him that the night 
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would bring the first open declaraticm of hostilities ; 
and although he had already made a hasty examina- 
tion of his cabin when he first entered it, he now 
examined it again, testix^ the bolts and sounding the 
panels, and bringing an old traveller's eye to bear 
upon it. The lock of the door was good— he did not 
anticipate that it would be forced ; but there was a 
little window giving upon the deck which interested 
Murray greatly. This casement swung upon a bar, 
and when it stood in a horizontal position it left 
plenty of room for a hand to pass through it. Mur- 
ray measured the window carefully, and having done 
so, he closed it, but did not bolt it. The revolver 
which Fenton had returned to him was in his hip 
pocket He now opened the chambers, and warmed 
the cartridges at the little oil lamp swinging from the 
ceiling, and not until he had satisfied himself that 
they were dry did he extinguish the flame and make 
himself a rude bed upon the floor. The conviction 
that his life would be attempted was too strong 
within him to permit carelessness; but his keen 
observation showed him that no bullet could touch 
him where he lay, and for two hours he slept the 
heavy sleep of a tired man. When he awoke the 
watch was being changed, and he could hear the 
oaths of the officers getting the men up from below. 
Thoroughly awake now, he stood up and shook him- 
self ; and when the sound of rushing footsteps had 
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died down and the measured silence of the watch fell 
strain, he slipped from his cabin, and darting across 
the deck he concealed himself behind the engine- 
room cowl, from which spot he watched the place he 
had left as a cat would watch a mouse-hole 

The night was wondrously fine, with a spreadii^ 
heaven of mackerel-cloud and a wan light of stars 
shining through the vistas. A fresh wind blew from 
a point south of west, and the ship rose and fell to 
the long swell with the cradle song of swishix^ seas 
and foaming bows dear to eveiy sailor. There was 
no light in Jessie's cabin ; and thinking of her asleep, 
of the part she had played in his life, remembering 
that another man waited for her in London, or, it 
might be, already said that she was dead, a great 
tenderness towards her filled his heart ; and he won- 
dered that he had not already claimed that supreme 
title to share such hours as these. 

Murray was thinking of Jessie still when the 
shadow of a man fell suddenly upon the deck. He 
had looked for it, and he did not start nor turn his 
head when the shadow moved across his face. This 
was the hour of which he had been so sure ; he knew 
that it must come ; and perhaps he welcomed it as 
a token of finality. There before him was the little 
drunken captain in whose power the Uves and for* 
tunes of so many lay. Murray observed that he wore 
a suit of oilskins with a great sou'-wester almost 



'THE ATTACK. 173 

covering his face, and that he smoked a cigar, appar- 
ently with much enjoyment. For some time, indeed. 
Captain Keen paced up and down the deserted deck 
as though well pleased with himself and with his 
occupatioa Once or twice he stopped to exchange 
a word with the aft look-out ; but at last, becoming 
a little impatient, he sent the man upon some difficult 
errand below, and then walked straight to Murray's 
cabin and tried the little window with nervous fingers. 
Murray could scarcely repress a laugh while he 
watched this interesting operatioa 

''Go on, my man," he said to himself. "Now 
quietly, if you please. Just pull it, so. That's it 
Ha ! you have a knife, then ? Yes, that would do for 
me: What — another? You murdering little 
hound!'' 

It befel almost exactly as he had anticipated 
when he quitted the cabin. The little man, half 
mad with drink, opened Ihe cabin window with 
fingers trained to stealth, and, drawing a sheath knife 
from his belt, he inserted his bare arm through the 
opening and struck three savage blows at the bunk 
below. Then, as quickly, he withdrew his arm and 
listened for a long instant at the open window. The 
knife was still in his hand, his ear bent down, when 
Murray fired; and the bullet, skimming the man's 
fingers, sent the knife flying from his hand and left it 
shining in a patch of moonlight at his feet He turned 
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with the bark of a wounded hound, and, trying to find 
bis revolver, roared drunken defiance at the darkness. 

"You Britisher, where are you? Oh, hell! 

If I could see you, you ** 

Murray did not wait for a second invitation, but, 
covering him with his pistol, he advanced boldly into 
the moonlight. 

"You murdering little hound! Come, hands up 
— up with them! What! You won't! Then, by 
heaven, it's your last chance." 

He fired a second shot with a hand as steady as 
steel, and the bullet, skimming the drunken man's 
ear, sobered him in a moment He held his hands 
straight up, and the blood from his wounded finger 
dropped upon his chalk-white face. 

" Don't shoot, for God's sake ! " he roared " Is 
that what you want ? '* 

"Pretty well," said Murray, with satisfactioa 
" You need exercise, my man. Let's see you dance 
— come, lift them up. Now, then, let's see you waltz 
—one, two, three, you certainly will get shot in the 
toes. Ah! that's better — that's what's good for 
you." 

He lifted his pistol and fired two shots while he 
spoke, and Captain Keen, who had seen this amuse- 
ment before in the dives of St Louis and many a 
time in Jackson City, began sullenly to lift up his 
feet and to lurch about the deck like a wounded bear. 
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His hand was all bloody, for the flesh above the 
knuckles had been shot clean away, and the bruised 
bones were showing; but there was no mistaking 
the meaning in those eyes which fixed themselves 
upon him like the eyes of a hawk, and never for 
an instant ceased, as it were, to bum him with 
their steadfast gaze. Cursing until his lips frothed, 
the beads of a deathly perspiration upon his brow, 
he danced for dear life; and the watch below, 
wakened in its sleep, joined the watch above and 
formed a silent, well-satisfied ring about him. Not 
a man there would have lifted a hand for Tod Keen's 
sake had a rope been round his neck and the gallows 
raised. " Let the sot dance," they said And dance 
he did, until, exhausted as much by fear as by loss 
of blood, he fell headloi^ into the scuppers, and the 
men closed round him, and for the first time their 
tongues were loosed Murray, however, answered 
no questions, but strode across the deck to Jessie's 
cabin, and awoke her at the first knock. 

" What is it ? ** she asked him. ** What has hap- 
pened, Murray ? " 

''A great deal. Please dress yourself, and go 
straight up to the bridge. You'll find me there.'' 

He did not linger another instant, but slipped up 
the bridge ladder and there met Fenton at the very 
door of the chart-room. What the chief officer had 
seen or heard Murray never learned until the end 
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His demeanour was as impassive as ever ; the scene 
upon the deck below was scarcely understood by him 
as yet, but when he did understand it» and Murray 
stood beside him» his clear voice was heard giving an 
order which none at present dared to disobey. 

''What's that, bo'sun? What's going on down 
there?'* 

" The captain shot, sir — right off in a dead faint 
He don't speak a word Precious bad he seems to 
be." 

" Carry him into the first cabin handy — ^that open 
door yonder will do. Carry him in there." 

" That's the passenger's, sir." 

A dozen voices chimed in to cry, ''Ay, the pas- 
senger shot him certaia" But Fenton would not 
hear them. 

" I'm coming down," he said. " Just bustle, some 
of yoa What's it all about ? What's happened ? " 

A babel of voices arose to tell him the stoiy, and» 
while they contradicted each other and shouted and 
wrangled as seamen will, Fenton seized the o|^r- 
tunity to whisper a word to Murray. 

" Get into the chart-room ; I'll send the lady up. 
You were veiy foolish, Mr. West" 

" Premature, if you like — ^not foolish. I suppose 
we'll have this lot against us sooner or later. Well, 
it can't be helped Here's Miss GoUing — I'm glad 
of that" 
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Jessie came up the ladder at the words ; and it was 
plain that she had both heard and witnessed the 
amazing scene on the deck below. Her hasty toilet 
betrayed her agitation, and her pretty flaxen hair 
was half wild about her shoulders. 

" What is it, Murray ? " she asked, quickly. " What 
has happened to Captain Keen? Is he wounded — 
is he hurt ? Why did you send for me ? " 

Murray knew that this was the time to tell her 
all, for the truth was no longer to be kept ; and he 
must hold her henceforth at his side. 

"The matter's this," he said shortly. "Captain 
Keen is just a murderer, and Tve done him an in- 
justice by keeping alive. He tried to stab me in 
my cabin — ^well, he didn't, and here we are. It's a 
tight place, Jessie, and you must obey my orders. 
I want you to go into that chart-room, and not to 
come out until I give you leave. I think it neces- 
sary, or I would not ask you." 

Jessie lifted her astonished eyes, and for an 
instant he caught a silhouette of her girlish face — 
the high, white forehead with the flaxen curls about 
it, the well-shaped tiny ears, the firm chin and 
dimpled cheeks. She was pale, but quite silent. 
Never for one instant had she imagined that a woman 
could be in peril upon an English ship. 

" Murray, what are you saying ? He tried to kill 
you — Captain Keen! No, ifs too terrible." 

M 
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"Possibly, but quite true. Anyway, he didn't 
succeed, and that's what Vm concerned about Go 
into the chart-room, Jessie, and wait for me. I want 
to talk to the crew. If we can square them it's all 
right I don't think it will be difficult, but you 
mustn't be here when I do it — ^that's alL" 

She went into the cabin without another word, 
and Murray strode to the end of the bridge and 
peered down upon the deck. He could hear Fenton's 
voice and that of the Irish bo'sun, who was talking 
loudly and with passion; but the others remained 
in a sullen group about the door of the cabin whereto 
the captain had been carried Kelly, the second 
officer, was among them, and he now came up to the 
bridge, pipe in his mouth, and with an abrupt word 
to Murray he took over the watch. 

" Mr. Fenton says the captain isn't hurt, sir. Is 
that so ? " 

" I'm sorry to hear it," said Murray. " He tried to 
murder me." 

Kelly whistled, and then gave the course to the 
quartermaster who was at the wheel The crew, 
meanwhile, strolled up to the ladder's foot one by 
one, and, taking advantage of the opportunity, Mur- 
ray addressed them. 

"Men," he said, "I want you to witness that 
to-night's trouble isn't any work of mine. Your 
skipper tried to murder me in my bunk. I don't 
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know what I've done to him, and I don't much care ; 
but if you help him, you'll hang, and that's plain 
truth. I teU you what, my lads. I've written this 
story out, and it's gone where Captain Keen will 
never find it — ^into the sea, for the first ship bound 
for the States to pick it up. You didn't think of that, 
some of you ; but I saw what your captain was when 
I came aboard I looked out for myself accordingly. 
Now see here, you stand by me, and there's a hun- 
dred pounds a man for you at Lloyd's, in London or 
New York as you wish it- If you want the other 
thing, well and good; but I'm thinking that you're 
sensible fellows, who'll stand by a friend and not risk 
your Uves for a gang of cut-throats who'll let you 
sinH or swim when this cargo's run. Just think it 
over, my lads. There's plenty of time, and you may 
come and tell me in the morning if you'll take that 
money or leave it. That's all I've got to say, except 
this, that if your steward will step up the ladder and 
take an order of mine I'll give him a five-pound 
note." 

They heard him in silence, their pipes glowing in 
the darkness and their hands in their pockets. As 
they had come so they went, man by man to their 
bunks, leaving but the look-outs and the quarter- 
master on the moonht deck. Murray thought at first 
that the steward would not respond to the bribe ; but 
when some minutes had passed that worthy came a 
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little shame-facedly up the ladder, and Fenton was at 
his heels to keep him going. 

*• Did you send for me, sir ? " 

"Yes," said Murray brusquely. "Look at that 
— <Io you know what it is, my man ? " 

" Guess it's a himdred dollar bill, sir.*' 

"Nothing less. Now, see here — ^what I want is 
food and drink : coffee, tinned beef, biscuit, water, and 
a spirit stove and kettle. If you'll throw in three 
bottles of whiskey, FU add twenty-five dollars." 

" I've no orders from the captain, sir." 

" The captain is drunk, sir. Mr. Fenton will give 
you the orders." 

" Is that so, Mr. Fenton ? " 

Fenton, driven this way and that, said curtly, 
" Yes, that's so " ; and the man went down the ladder 
like lightning. Ten minutes had not passed before 
the provisions were heaped up on the chart-room 
table and the dollar bills had passed 

" That will do," said Murray quietly. " You will 
now attend to Captain Keea Let me know when he 
is sober, and I'll pay another twenty-five dollars. Is 
that your price ? " 

Fenton said, " Too much," under his breath ; and 
when the man was gone he sat upon the bunk and 
wiped the sweat from his face. A poor oil-lamp lit 
up the chart-room dismally. Jessie, half believing, 
half incredulous, sat in Captain Keen's own chair at 
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the table whereon the chart of the course was laid, 
while Murray stood at the door as though afraid to 
leave the bridge for an instant 

"Fenton," he said drily "we'll just have to see 
this thing out Which way are the men going ? You 
should know that" 

Fenton was equally laconic. 

" Against you/' he replied, with no more apparent 
interest than an intimation of breakfast would have 
caused him. "They're going against you, Mr. 
West- 

" Right — then it's watch and watch about Don't 
you fear any consequences, Fenton ; it's my business 
all through. This ship's breaking the law every 
knot, and when Captain Keen goes to a court of 
jus^ce, we'll have a pleasure party. You look after 
Miss Golding. We men can take the other cabin, 
and this shall be hers." 

He appealed to Jessie, asking her if she would 
sleep ; but she shook her head, and told him to leave 
her out of his calculations. 

" They won't hurt me, surely, Murray. It's of you 
I'm thinking." 

"Then don't think of me. We're all right until 
morning, and a sober man will be easier to deal with. 
I haven't a moment's doubt of it There'll be no 
attack to-night" 

She would have answered him, but Fenton sprang 
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up while he was still speaking, and gripping Murray's 

arm he pointed to the bridge. 

"Look out! "he said "The ladder '' 

So Murray turned at the very moment when the 

shadow Fell upon the boards, and running out he met 

Captain Keen face to face. 



CHAPTER XII. 

JESSIE'S WATCH. 

The rui&an was almost at the ladder's head when 
Fenton gave the alann, and there followed at his 
heels the more honourable cut-throats of the Royal 
Scot — a heterogeneous medley of Germans, niggers, 
and even Chinese, whom money had attracted to that 
ambiguous flag. These men, it may be, but half under- 
stood the bribe which had been o£Fered to them, or, 
understanding it, they doubted that it was anything 
but a lure to trap them. Faithful for the moment 
to the man who had hired them, their fidelity was 
partly the seaman's tradition, partly the belief that 
Keen would recover his ship and make them pay a 
heavy price for their defection. For that matter they 
hung together resolutely, while they asked who the 
stranger might be that he should strut the bridge like 
any flag admiral; and no sooner was Keen on his 
l^s again than they drew their knives and followed 
him headlong to the ladder's foot. It would be short 
work up there, they said; and as for the woman, 
well, the captain would look after her; in which 
pleasant resolution their ardour was its own enemy; 
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for they shuffled heavily upon the deck, and Fenton's 
quick ear detected them. 

Murray was at the ladder's head in a single stride. 
He had taken his pistol from the table as he ran out, 
and his first exclamation was a bitter one upon the 
folly which had led him to waste good cartridges in 
mere calisthenic exercises. But one barrel of the six 
remained loaded, and while he cried back to Fenton 
to pass him another revolver, he fired point-blank at 
the mass of men upon the ladder, and saw one go 
down in the very middle of the press. The bullets 
which answered him sang wildly above his head, 
shivering the skylight of the chart-room and even 
drilling the great funnel behind it ; but these Murray 
had been ready for, and stooping swiftly as he came 
out he with the same movement locked his arms in 
Captain Keen's, and in that terrible embrace he 
blocked the ladder's head and kept the bridge clear. 
Not a shot could be fired now from the deck below, 
nor could any pass up the ladder; while those who 
clutched frantically at the railing of the bridge or 
hung to the bars with iron fingers were sent down 
again headlong by Fenton and the second officer at 
his side. From that moment officers and crew stood 
back to await the issue of as odd a duel as ever a 
ship's deck witnessed. Shoulder to shoulder, almost 
lips to lips, the two men wrestled and fought for life ; 
their chests heaving, their bones bending, every 
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muscle taut in that dread embrace. Not even Mur- 
ray's giant strength freed him from the cat-like claws 
of this insane dnmkard, who clung to him and would 
have dragged him down with a maniac's hand In 
vain he crushed the figure to him until he could hear 
the bones crack ; in vain he tried to release his arms 
and grip the maniac by the throat Keen held him 
like a dog, foamed his bitter execrations, wormed and 
grovelled in the desperation of that final throw ; while 
the maddened crew at the ladder's foot raved im- 
potently and even tried to strike at Murray over their 
captain's body. 

*' Fetch him down, Captaia'* 

" Pull him rotmd, Skipper, and let me knife him. 
Use your knees." . . 

"Throw him down to us. Captain; we're ready 
enough." 

And then all together they roared, "Throw him 
down ! " Meanwhile a great negro, drawing a knife 
from its sheath, passed tmder the ladder unobserved 
and b^an to pull himself up beneath the captain's 
very feet. Neither Fenton nor Murray discovered this 
new danger ; but Jessie, at the cabin door, wild with 
fear and silent until that time in her black disbelief 
that these things could be, detected the face as it 
rose above the highest rung, and her sharp scream 
drew Murray's attention. He, too, perceived the 
danger now, and as the negro gained the bridge and 
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lifted his knife to strike, be swung the captain's body 
in his anns, and the blade buried itself to the hilt in 
the soft flesh his fingers were gripping. In the same 
moment, and before anyone could move a hand 
against him, he struck the nigger full in the face with 
the butt end of his revolver, and the man raised his 
arms with a low moan and fell back insensible to the 
deck below. 

The swift stratagem, unexpected and wholly suc- 
cessful, deprived the crew for an instant of any 
certain idea, and left them still and gaping. While 
some below shouted to those above to go up and 
have done with it, the men on the topmost rungs be- 
came suddenly aware that they were unpleasantly near 
the barrel of a pistol; and drawing back from that 
with warning cries, they turned presently upon their 
fellows, and all together in the darkness went roaring 
and fighting upon the deck like a very pack of mad- 
dened wolves. Never was sweeter music heard by 
those upon the bridge than this fierce outburst of 
beast-like sounds, now ferocious, now snarling, now 
loud in the agony of wounds ; and to it was added 
presently Che harmony of revolver-shots and the com- 
manding voice of Fenton, as he stood by the binnacle 
and tried to resume his old authority over them. 

" Drop those knives ! " he roared " You nigger 
there, drop it, I say. Every man to his place. 
Sharp's the word — I'm coming down among you." 
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He sent a bullet skimming over their heads, and 
this, chancing to strike a cowl, rung from it a bell- 
like note, which drove every man, as at a signal, 
plump down upon the deck There they lay, hidden 
by the shadows, nigger and Chinaman, German and 
Swede, side by side in that sudden truce of fear and 
recoUectioa The captain was dead — ^they knew it 
now; and beginning to perceive that Fenton would 
take up the command against them, they fell into this 
sullen silence as of men robbed suddenly of their 
resolution. 

In the chart-room, meanwhile, Murray, black with 
powder and bearing twenty wounds, sat exhausted 
on the bunk, and permitted Jessie to do vrith him 
what she would He was talking a little wildly 
again, and she knew that the night bad unnerved 
him. 

"It's just nothing at all Why are you so per- 
sistent, Je$3ie? Yes, that fellow had claws like a 
cat, the murdering little hotmd, but I don't think he's 
hurt me. Don't you go to the door — I won't allow it 
Well, if you will coddle me, I suppose I must submit 
Wasn't it lucky that Fenton heard them coming? 
Another ten seconds and we should have had peas 
in bur soup. No ; they won't try again — not to-night, 
anyway. The captain's dead, you see. Yes, it's a 
little painful, but not much." 
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She had bared his arm by this time, and cut away 
the linen above the elbow. No wild animal could 
have left uglier wounds than the dead man had in* 
flicted upon him ; and while every touch of her gentle 
fingers gave him exquisite pain he did not flinch or 
withdraw his arm. 

"You are a splendid nurse, Jessie," he kept on 
sa)dng. " If ever you want a career, there's one for 
you. Why, you are bom to it — oh! that's sharp — 
you have a touch like velvet and the fingers of a child 
When you want a testimonial come to me. What! 
Cutting up the table-cloth? Well, that's an idea, 
anyway." 

Jessie, on her part, scarcely spoke a word She 
was sick with fear, but the woman's will pushed fear 
aside, and every word she spoke was one of pity. 

" Oh, my dear Murray ! Oh, if I only had some 
linen! What shall I do? Now, please — it must be 
painfuK-it must be dreadful! Oh, I am so clumsy! 
Please try to bear it" 

She used to say afterwards that but for Murray's 
hurt she would not have lived through the night It 
had all been so sudden, such a revelation to her of 
things not understood, that even now she had but 
the vaguest touch with reality; and there was no 
instant when the scene she had witnessed permitted 
her to forget it or to say that it could not be reacted 
The horrid faces, the gleaming knives, were before 
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her while she worked; she heard again the report 
of pistols and the shivering of broken glass ; and her 
eyes turned constantly to the cabin door as though 
to see again the figure of the shadows. 

Fenton came into the cabin while the bandages 
were being tied» and, hesitating no longer to speak out 
before Jessie, he frankly told them what he thought 
of it 

" They're cowed for the minute, but it won't be 
for long," he said '' What's to come of it God knows, 
Mr. West Here we are, three against twenty-seven, 
and two hundred miles from any port I tell you I 
was never in a tighter place in all my life, and I'd 
give something if anyone would show me the way 
out" 

" Begin by offering me a glass of water, Fentoa 
I'm as thirsty as a cameL" 

Fenton and Jessie brought the water together, 
and when Murray had drunk it he asked a questioa 

"IsKelly with us, then?" 

" At present, certainly ; you can trust him about 
two minutes." 

''Perhaps — I'll have a talk to him. He doesn't 
want to hang, I suppose ? Are there any others you 
can count upon ? " 

'' Old Joe the carpenter may come in, and Watson 
the boy; the engineers go neutral — they're keeping 
below." 
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" The best place for them. So we're five against 
twenty-five — that's better. We must watch and 
watch about, Fenton. I'll take first, if you like. The 
fresh air will do me. good — ^I certainly want it'' 

Jessie exchanged quick glances with Fenton, and 
then surprised them both by chiming in. 

"Mr. Fenton," she said, "I want you to think 
I'm a man." 

" I wish I could, miss." 

''But you must to-night Mr. West shall sleep, 
and you're as tired as he is. Now I shall stand at the 
cabin door for just two hours. Can't a woman 
scream if she tries ? Well, I can, and I shall, if I see 
anyone." 

They laughed at her, protesting that it was im- 
possible ; but Jessie persisted obstinately, and, utterly 
routed at last, the two men made a pretence of going 
to their bunks and lying down while Jessie went out 
on the bridge and took up her stand by the binnacle. 
There, Kelly, the second ofiicer, watched her with an 
admiration he did not attempt to conceal 

"Say," he asked, "are you from our side, Miss 
Golding?" 

• Why, yes ; I beUeve I'm that, Mr. Kelly." 

"Wish I'd known it You may count on me 
through thick and thin, Miss Golding. I thought you 
were a Britisher." 

" Well, I'm not, so you can change your opinion. 
Where are the men ? What are they doing now ? " 
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•'Waking old Tod Keen, I reckon. Your friend 
settled the skipper, you know. He must have legs 
like steel laths the way he lifted old Keen up ; just 
held him like a fire-screen while the nigger slashed 
him. He's a good chum. I'm on your side now, 
down to my heels." 

" Do you think they will attack us again ? '* 

" Not to-night, that's certaia What they'll do 
to-morrow the Lo^d only knows ; but I wouldn't give 
you ten cents for my chance, anyway. Of course, 
your friend may see us through ; he's the very devil, 
isn't he ? " 

He went chattering on, pleased enough to find 
a pretty girl at his side, and asking himself what 
would happen to her if the men got the upper hand. 
Kelly had led a wild scamp's life, but something of 
an American's reverence for women remained to him ; 
and, although Jessie knew it not, her chance talk 
with him that night was to mean much in the hours 
before them. Kelly, indeed, followed her like a dog, 
and when the watch was changed and he turned in 
he thought of her still. 

We say that the watch was changed, and this, 
surely, was the strangest event of a night of events — 
that when at eight bells Kelly summoned the watch 
from below, the men lurched up and took their sta- 
tions as though nothing had happened. True, there 
were still dark patches upon the deck to mark the 
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fracas; but the bodies of the dead were in the sea 
behind them, and all the stillness of the night, the 
cloudless sky, the cold waning moon, seemed to say, 
"Impossible — impossible that these things have 
been." 

Nor when the dawn came had the picture lost any 
of its weird delusions. Not a man aboard the Royal 
Scot discussed the tragedy in any word above a 
whisper; and while Fenton, as impassive as ever, 
paced the bridge, and the dour Scotch engineer 
smoked a pipe by the engine-room skylight, the crew 
stood sullen and watchful as those who knew that a 
reckoning must come, but did not beheve it would 
be yet 

Murray enjoyed but httle rest that night, and the 
sun had not been an hour above the eastern horizon 
when he started up from a fitful doze and discovered 
Jessie in the arm-chair by his bunk. Her pretence 
that she was sleeping was as pretty as it was disin- 
genuous ; and directly Murray sat up she opened her 
great eyes and tried to look as little guilty as might 
be. He, on his part, was weary and ill prepared for 
activities; but his mental perceptions were clearer 
for the sunshine, and his anxiety for their future would 
not let him rest 

''Come," he said; ''this is absolute nonsense. 
What is Fenton doing to let you be here ? " 

" Mr. Fenton, I believe, is on the bridge. Shall I 
call him down to send me away ? " 
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Murray sank back upon his pillow and regarded 
her with that kindly tenderness wliich no manner of 
his could quite conceal 

" How long have you been here, Jessie ? When 
did you come down ? " 

••When the watch was changed. They didn't 
seem to want me out there — at least, they weren't 
polite enough to say so. I hope you are better, 
Murray; I only waited to ask you that" 

"Thank you; much better. My convalescence 
will be complete when I hear that you are in bed 
It was very foolish of you, Jessie, but very kind. 
Don't think that I am insensible or unfeeling; I'm 
not that at all. I just want to do the best for us 
all, and your best at present is bed." 

"Let me dress your arm again, and I will go, 
Murray." 

"That's a bargain — I'll give you ten minutes, 
Jessie. Tell Fenton that I shall be with him directly. 
He's a good fellow is Fenton, just the silent honest 
seaman whose like you may find on any ship, what- 
ever ruffians she carries. If there hadn't been a 
special Providence watching over you and me, we 
should have missed Fentoa But that's our luck — 
the luck which is going to take us right through to 
England, Jessie. You believe in our luck, don't you ? 
I do, anyway, for something has told me all along 
that I should bring you through, and I shall do it too. 

N 
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Eastry will have to put up a tablet to me at Monkton 
Castle. I deserve that, and you can design it — ^an 
ethereal figure with one foot on a ship's deck and 
two angels for the comers. You'll see that I have 
my tablet, Jessie — ^you won't deny me that?" 

Jessie's face clouded while he spoke, and she had 
no heart to respond to his jest He saw plainly that 
he had wounded her, and he passed swiftly to the 
old topic 

'' I must speak to Fenton about the men. If we 
can keep them quiet for a few hours, the thing's done. 
It was a dreadful scene, Jessie, and of course there 
will be an inquiry when we get ashore. We must 
try to shield the men as much as possible, and let 
that madman bear the brunt. I'm glad he didn't die 
by my hand; it's something to remember that one 
of his own crew killed him. But I want you to 
forget it all if you can, and to leave the matter to 
Fenton and myself. We have both some wits to 
call our own, and we ought to be equal to it. I don't 
think you've anything really to fear, though I can- 
not keep it from you that there might be danger. If 

the worst comes to the worst But I'm going to 

look for the best, and to say that I have been helped 
by the bravest little girl in America. You won't 
forbid me to say that, Jessie?" 

*'It would be quite untrue, Murray. I am not 
brave at all; bravery is something altogether 
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different I was just frightened out of my life, and 
that's the truth; but I hadn't time to tell you so. 
It's been the same ever since we left the Jersey 
City, I don't think I shall ever realise that you and 
I hved through that n^ht ; and I'm sure that I don't 
know what happened yesterday. My mind is all a 
blank; I seem changed into someone else, and I 
do believe the real Jessie Golding is still on the 
steamer, going to London to be married I can't 
even ask myself if our friends are alive; I dare 
not do it. I want to wake up and tell myself that it 
isn't true, that I've dreamed it, and that I am in my 
old cabin and am going up to the promenade deck 
to find my aunt and Mr. Trew and the others. Do 
you think they were saved, Murray — ^now, do you 
really believe that ? " 

"I don't know, Jessie. I have hardly the right 
to speak of it Many perished ; we know that — ^we 
saw them for ourselves ; but that isn't to say that a 
large number was not saved, and I feel sure your aunt 
got off in one of the boats. The men had a poor 
chance, and I am asking myself a dozen times a day 
if my friend Laidlaw did well or badly. Poor chap ! 
He'll miss me altogether. Do you know that Laidlaw 
is the wesdcest man I ever saw, and yet I like him. 
It's impossible to tell myself why; in a man's case, 
perhaps, more difficult than a woman's. We know 
why we love a woman — something in her compels 
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us ; but in a man's case it is pure volition, often an 
aberration of the affections which is as incompre- 
hensible as it is illogical. I liked Laidlaw, though I 
can't tell you why. I would give a thousand pounds 
to hear that he was alive." 

Jessie did not think less well of him for this 
affection for his friend, though in her own heart she 
was asking herself if his estimate of the difficulties 
were true, and if love for woman were so easy of 
understanding as he would have it to be. Perhaps 
his great secret was not wholly hidden from her; 
but a certain pride forbade her to ask if that were so. 
Never once in the course of those perilous days had 
he spoken a word which a man might not address to 
a friend, nor in the gentleness of his mood, his devo- 
tion, and self-sacrifice betrayed the deeper motive 
which kept him at her side. Untaught by him, if she 
knew the truth it was because her womanly instinct 
learned it of his very self-control ; and by that under- 
stood the desire to leave her free and imfettered, the 
honourable truce which sealed his lips and would re- 
main unbroken until she were again beyond the claims 
of his opportunities. And if such a code of honour 
pleased, it also piqued her vanity, and led her some- 
times to say that she would provoke his declaration. 
Alone with him in this intimate comradeship, all would 
have been made so easy if Murray had but said, " I 
love you." But those were the words that remained 
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unspoken ; and there were hours when Jessie believed 
that they would remain unspoken to the end 

Yet whether this silence would minister ultimately 
to her happiness or leave her the fretting child of an 
elusive desire she knew not in that dark hour of her 
destinies, nor cared to ask until the curtain of doubt 
should be lifted and she should see the day beyond 



^ 



CHAPTER XIII. 

THE SUMMONS. 

It has been remarked by a sapient if ancient mariner 
that sailors are much like sheep, insomuch as they 
will go through any gap of folly which circumstance 
offers without so much as asking why or whither, or 
even caring at all if the road lead to the abattoir; 
while if no gap be available, they are equally content 
to chew the cud in the first sheltered place they come 
upon, and to abandon a nomadic future in the face of a 
satisfying and abtmdant present So it befel on 
board the Royal Sco/, when the hands gathered 
about the dinner-table in the fo'castle at one bell on 
the day following the tragedy, and discussed yester- 
day's events with as little concern as they would have 
devoted to a fat lady at a fair or the latest perform- 
ance of a well-known pugilist. They had followed 
Captain Keen to the bridge last night because it 
was an obvious thing to do ; they quitted the bridge 
for a reason no less satisfactory; but now that 
facts were facts and the daylight sobered them, and 
Fenton the silent took the watch, they were just 
sheep again, browsing in a comfortable meadow, and 
quite incapable of judgments either shrewd or 
helpful 
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Three men took a leading part in this futile dis- 
cussion, and one of them was a German. To him 
old Joe the carpenter, Bath the quartermaster, 
Watson the boy, and a miscellaneous audience of 
Swedes, Teutons, and the riff-raff of docks, listened 
with bated breath. The point to be decided was an 
ominous one, no less than the question whether 
Fenton should be permitted to walk the bridge as 
he was doing or be immediately knocked upon the 
head and sent to join their late lamented skipper. 
This question was quite too much for the crew of the 
Royal Scot. 

" Veil," the German was saying, ** he look at you 
so, mit his eye, and you run avay like little shildren. 
Vat for? Is he so big, so large? I say dot he is 
not. You are all cowards, and at Caracas you shall 
hang— every man upon a goot rope." 

Old Joe shook his head and cut himself an 
enormous quid of tobacco, while he admitted the 
accusation. 

" That's so," he agreed, " and a precious big fool 
I was to sign on at all I ought to be past nigger 
ships at my time of life. Yet here I am with all the rest 
of you, and where shall I be to-morrow? Who can 
tell me that now? I'd give a precious big chunk of 
'bacca to know summat — ^indeed I would, though that 
ain't to say as it matters much, good rope or bad.'* 

" Well," said Bath the quartermaster, " you keep 
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the 'bacca in your box and you'll be a wiser man. 
The fact is, mates, Captain Keen was a bad egg, and 
there's no use in saying he wasn't I'm not one to 
cry on against a man taking a glass to drink — ^the 
Lord knows we all want it sometimes ; but I do say 
this, when drink comes near knocking out a cook's 
brains with his own sauce-pan, it's time something 
was done. That man didn't do well by you and me, 
mates; the papers I've got prove he didn't He 
spoke fair words enough, but they were lies all along, 
and you know they were. Why, what was it to be? 
Just a pleasure party out and home, and the guns 
to be handed over nice and quiet at Caracas, and all 
of us to earn enough to buy grog-shops when the trip 
was done. Well, I'd sell my grog-shop cheap this 
day, sure and certain I would" 

He filled his pipe and lit it angrily. Watson the 
boy was telling a Chinaman, with much picturesque 
detail, exactly how the captain died. 

"I saw the knife do it," the lad said, ''and he 
went ' ouch — ouch ! ' just like that, and then he 
scratched the boards with his fingers and drew his 
legs up. He walloped me yesterday, so I didn't care. 
He was always wallopin' me; Tm black and blue 
right down to my shins." 

"And so you deserve to be," said old Joe, re- 
provingly. " What's boys like you got to do with it ? 
You run off and see if Mr. Fenton wants yoa. Per- 
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haps you might hear what they're a-saying up there, 
ril give you sixpence if you tell us anything, lad" 

Bath, the quartermaster, thot^ht that this offer 
savoured of riotous extravagance, and the German 
heard it with right down contempt 

" To blazes with your sickspenze ! " he said 
amiably. " Run up the Sherman flag and make your- 
self safe at Caracas. Sheneral Matos will pay the 
pill. Vy not? It is gommon zenze.'* 

" It ain't," said Bath the quartermaster decidedly. 
" We're into the hole, and German flags aren't going 
to pull us out. ril tell you what, though, Fenton's 
the man who could see us through if he had the mind 
to, and I've got to learn what keeps us back from 
him. Here we are, all in the wrong boat together, 
and Fenton no better off than the rest of us. Who's 
going to save his neck, I ask you? It ain't German 
flags, surely. No, nor China flags, neither. We're 
took fair and square, mates, and precious bad at 
that" 

Old Joe remarked that any warship — English, 
American, or German — would probably blow them 
to Kruger and back just by way of a holiday jaunt ; 
and thereafter the conversation became desultory and 
singularly characteristic of a seaman's inability to 
realise the nature of a tragedy or its relation to his 
own life Here they were, mutineers upon a quasi- 
pirate, a ship bearing arms to the rebels of Vene- 
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zuela, liable to be shot or hanged or drowned as the 
occasion might dictate ; yet give them a full pipe, a 
mug of coffee, and a mess of soup, and to-morrow 
did not exist for them. When Watson the boy came 
down from the chart-room and added his dish of 
gossip, they listened at first with phlegmatic interest, 
and were not aroused until the imminence of the 
danger became apparent to them. 

" You hand over that sixpence," said the boy to 
old Joe, with a leer of triumph. " Here's Mr. Fenton 
a-telling him as you're all dead and buried, and no 
mistake neither." 

"You don't mean that," cried old Joe, surprised 
in spite of himself." 

" I do indeed ; you're to swing at Port of Spaia 
Them as is lucky will rot in irons — that's what the 
black 'un says. You're a flock of silly sheep, and 
they ain't afraid of you no longer." 

" Oh, ain't they ? " said old Joe, crestfallen but dis- 
believing. "Well, look here, youngster; seeing as 
I've got to swing, anyway, suppose as I begins by 
a-trying the rope on your back. You darned little 
liar, what do you mean by it?" 

Watson leaped nimbly to the companion in the 
face of this dire threat, and from the vantage ground 
of the second step he continued with infantine sim- 
plicity to cheer and enlighten them. 

" Don't you go calling me a liafi 'cause I ain't, 
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Mr. Joseph. You're a-going to die, and you'd better 
be preparing yourself. Here's the EngUsh gentle- 
man sa)ang that he'd whip you all with a birch broom. 
Why don't you think of your latter end? That's 
what the English gentleman says. You ought to 
know better than calling honest boys ' liars ' at your 
time of life. Now, don't you touch me, or I'll 
holler." 

They did not touch him, fearing his yells would 
bring Fenton down upon them; but they all sat 
drawing heavily at their pipes and wondering by what 
means they might bribe him to a full and free con- 
fession. 

" I'll give you my coffee if you'll behave yourself, 
Watson." 

" Don't want it ; they give me real coffee upstairs. 
Yours ain't decent grounds." 

'* You shall clean my vatch," said the German in 
a surprising burst of generosity. 

" It's stopped already. What's the good of that, 
Kruger ? " 

" I'll tell you what, lad," chimed in Bath the quar- 
termaster, " you tell us what they really did say, and 
ril give you my pistol with the two barrels." 

Evidently Watson was tempted; he sucked his 
finger thoroughly and descended a step. 

" I can still holler here," he observed cautiously. 
'* Don't you be afeared. Speak right up, and that 
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pistol's yours. I've got it in my chest, lad ; you shall 
see it in a moment*' 

Watson came down another step and waited until 
the rusty barrels of the ancient weapon were at 
length displayed to his covetous gaze. Unable to 
withdraw his eyes from the contemplation of such a 
treasure, he came step by step to the table and began 
to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the 
truth. 

" He ain't going to put into Charleston, 'cause he 
don't mean to risk anything now. He'll sell this old 
ship to General Matos and save his skin. The Eng- 
lish gentleman and the lady with him — she says she 
ain't his wife, but I know different — they're all for 
striking the flag to this gunboat that's after us, 
'cause they say, being English, they don't care ; but 
Mr. Fetiton he's afraid of 'em, and he's running for 
it. You can hear the engines for yourselves." 

He wound up the harangue by making a grab at 
the pistol and bolting upstairs. The tidings he had 
carried were so little welcome, yet so obviously true, 
that every man in the fo'castle sprang to his feet and 
began to gird up his belt as though the answer must 
be his and his alone. The German spoke first, but 
excitement made him incoherent Old Joe took it 
up with more restraint, but with an apprehension not 
less apparent 

" It's true, by the Lord ! We're running fourteen 
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knots, mates, and that's the best this ship can do. 
What's it mean now ? What's he a-doing of ? " 

" It means," said Bath quietly, " that we're all dead 
men if he strikes." 

" Then he shall not strike, you silly poltroons ! " 
interposed the German. "You shall kill him first 
before ! Up mit you — ^up to the bridge ! You haf the 
rope round about your necks, and vat you stand 
gaping stare for ? Up mit you, I zay ! " 

They obeyed him without a word, and headlong 
like sheep they swarmed up the companion and came 
out upon the deck. One swift survey of the sim- 
gold sea, of the anxious faces upon the bridge, of 
the funnel belching volumes of smoke, but above all 
of a distant object upon the starboard horizon — the 
squat masts, the unmistakable shape of a war-boat, 
told them the whole of the story, and answered all but 
one of the questions. What was the strange ship 
which pursued them ? What flag did she fly ? Upon 
what errand did she steam ? They were soon to learn. 
Fenton's clear voice, raised in all the confidence of 
authority, brought them to reason instantly, and 
found them a gaping crowd at the ladder's foot. 

" Steady, there ! " the order went " Do you want 
lead for dinner? Yes, you may look at it. Stare 
away — ^glut your sight Yonder's the Venezuelan 
gunboat Curafoa. Her commander will hang you to 
the last man if he catches yoa Is that what you came 
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up to hear? Good news, my bds, isn't it? Shall 
we strike or run ? Til take my orders, if you'll please 
to name them ? '* 

They did not answer him. Some of them lurched 
to the bulwarks and stared at the gunboat with stupid 
eyes; others stuck their hands in their pockets and 
regarded Fenton with that silent hostility which a 
word or a look might have made active. Up above, 
upon the bridge, three waited, with beating hearts 
and nerves high strung, for that last declaration which 
must mean life or death to them. Would the men 
risk all in one desperate throw for the command and 
the ship ? There were but four against them, and one 
a woman ; and for long minutes together the fate of 
the brave men and the brave girl with them hung in 
the balance. Was it "yes" or "no"? Murray 
scanned the frowning faces as for a message which 
must mean all to him; but they told him nothing. 
A straw would turn the balance. Old Joe the carpen* 
ter spoke at last, and his words were like a douche 
upon that heated company. 

" I'll tell you what, mates," he said quietly. 
"You do as you please; but since I can't run this 
ship myself, I'm a-going to leave Mr. Fenton where 
he is." 

Someone cried out that Joe was always an officer's 
man, and the German had already drawn his knife 
and taken two steps towards the ladder when the 
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loud report of a pistol was heard, and there stood 
Watson, the boy, with a smoking weapon in his hand, 
and his face as white as death. 

" Please, I didn't," he stammered. ** It wom't me, 
Mr. Fentoa The blime thing went oif by itself. 
Oh! I do hope I ain't shot the German." 

He had not shot the German — merely sent him 
flying of sheer fright into the scuppers. While the 
crew laughed uproariously, Murray dared to breathe. 
There was safety in laughter, he said — safety and 
time. The necessity for one was as great as for the 
other. 

" Pby up to it, Fenton," he whispered " Say the 
engineers are with us. They'll take it from you — of 
course they will" 

Fenton sUpped to the railing of the bridge and 
held up his hand for silence. 

" If you weren't blind, my men," he said, " you'd 
understand that I'm running this ship as fast as crazy 
engines can move her. Do you suppose we're any 
better off than you ? Is General Castro going to be 
kind to the man whose arms are aboard to turn him 
out ? I say he isn't. It's sink or swim together, and 
that should be plain to you. If you'll stand by me, 
ril do what I can for yoa If it's the other thing, 
come up here and tell me so, and the first man who 
sets his foot on that bdder is as good as carrion. 
Why, what sort of a tenpenny rag doll do you take 
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me for? Do you suppose I haven't figured it out? 
Well, walk round to the chief engineer and ask him. 
Maybe you can row this ship if the engines stop. 
Oh, you're a clever lot, aren't you, and plenty of 
brains ?• Now, you go and think it over, for I've done 
with you, and I'm going to steam out of danger if 
I can. But I shan't do it if I waste my breath on a 
parcel of thick-headed fools, and I don't mean to try, 
either. Be off with you to your posts. It makes me 
sick to see you." 

The men heard him without a word or a gesture, 
and when he had done with it and turned to Murray 
again, they gathered tc^ether and fell to discussing 
it with much whacking of palms and a nice insistence 
upon quite unnecessary points. Taught by long 
years of habit to obey the orders of the man upon the 
bridge, excitement and rage alone fortified them in 
resistance; and now that laughter had changed the 
current of the offensive idea, they reasoned with some 
shrewdness that the first and only object of the 
moment was to escape the ship which pursued them 
so steadily. There she yiras, plainly to be seen upon 
the starboard quarter — an old-fashioned gunboat, with 
stumpy masts and an evil-looking funnel and a great 
loom of smoke drifting behind her like the devilish 
tail of some comet of the deep; and if she gained 
upon them her advantage was but scarcely per- 
ceptible, for the engines of the Royal Scot were 
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shivering in their frames by this time, and her fur- 
naces roared at a white heat It would be a long 
chasci the men said ; and saying it, they took a full 
breath, and reminded each other that Fenton was 
the only clever officer among them, and that if he 
went under, the ship might as well go to glory at 
once. Elementary instincts of self-preservation 
signed the truce upon which they were now set as 
keenly as they had been upon murder ten minutes 
ago. They must keep Fenton upon the bridge — that 
idea obsessed them to the exclusion of any other; 
and more willing seamen than they proved them- 
selves to be for some hours to come never served the 
captain of a tramp. Nay, so far as civility went, 
luncheon was served in the saloon, and although two 
of the lunchers had loaded revolvers in their pockets, 
they might as well have carried pop-guns for any 
need there was of them. 

"It will be London in twenty days, after all," 
Murray said to Jessie when they sat down. ''The 
delay is bad, but it might have been worse. Fenton 
wiU tell you that we are coming out all right Eh, 
Fenton — ^isn't it that? Come, man; don't be a 
pessimist" 

" Fm not, sir. There's no room for pessimism on 

a tramp steamer, as you may judge for yourself. If 

you ask me a plain question, I will give you a plain 

answer. We shall sight the Windward Islands before 

o 
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that gunboat picks us up. That is my opinion. I 
may be wrong; but I stick to it" 

"And if you d(»i't sight them — ^if we are taken, 
Mr. Fenton, what then ? " asked Jessie, who had toki 
herself many times that the strain was wearing her 
out, but who confessed as much to none. " Is there 
any Venezuelan ship that would harm a subject of 
the United States? I don't believe there is, what- 
ever you tell me. They're frightened of us— every- 
body's frightened of us, and you know it's true." 

Fenton would not have contradicted such con- 
fidence for the world If British prejudice led him to 
doubt the exact value of American citizenship at such 
a crisis, he kept his own cotmsel, and went on quietly 
with his dinner. 

" Of course, you are quite right," he said " My 
old-fashioned notions don't get very far away from 
the bridge of my own ship, and that's a fact If you 
are to reach London, Miss Golding, this is no time to 
fool around with government or any other ships. 
That is why I am making for a British port, even if 
it is not the port named in my bills. We might go 
further north, I grant you, and touch at Kingston, 
where you would get a ship at once ; but I have my 
own reasons for not doing that Some day I will tell 
you what they were. We old seamen, you know, are 
taught the value of holding our tongues. You will 
forgive me if I cannot say more." 
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She forgave him with a look; she would never 
forget how much they owed to this simple-minded^ 
honest seaman. His silence was itself a guarantee of 
their safety. There was not a man upon the Royal 
Scot who did not turn to Fenton in doubt or difficulty. 

" Of course she forgives you/' said Murray, taking 
the defence upon himself. "What's she here for if 
it isn't to forgive us both ? Look at this miserable 
sinner, and observe the way he is consuming a par- 
ticularly indigestible pudding. He knows that he is 
forgivea If he were quite sure that you would make 
Port of Spain before an inquisitive gunboat, he would 
take another helping. It's got to be that, Fenton ; 
we must out-steam the man, if we bum the beds. 
Why, you wouldn't have it said that a fifth-rate tramp 
is to be put before a daughter of America, who is 
going to St George's to be married ? Shame on the 
noti(HL All Lloyd's would be against you." 

He pushed his plate away from him, and Fenton 
immediately heaped another serving of the pudding 
upon it. 

" I will answer you like that," said he. " If yonder 
tub can make fifteen knots, I am a Dutchman. Sell 
Up the coimtry, sir, and Venezuela could not buy a 
couple of battleships; and if she could buy them, 
she could not handle them. They'll tell us just now 
how we are doing, but I have no doubts. We shall 
be in Port of Spain to-morrow night, and there's an 
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end of it You can get a steamer fiom there to 
Jamaica, and go home on one of the West Indian 
boats. If it takes you more than three weeks to 
make London, well, that is not my fault; but it 
doesn't seem <to me that a day or two more or less is 
of much consequence just now." 

Jessie said that it was of no consequence at all, 
and in such a tone of voice that Murray looked at her 
sharply ; and reading deep in her eyes the meaning of 
her words, his usually pale face flushed a little, and 
he turned away uneasily. 

" I agree," he said ; " it is just of no consequence 
at alL We joke about these things ; but I think that 
we must all thank God in our hearts that we are 
alive to speak of them. When I write a book I 
shall perhaps be able to tell others what I cannot tell 
myself just yet If you asked me, Fenton, I would 
say it was all a nightmare. I don't beUeve the 
Jersey City ever was built, or, if she were built, she is 
not at the bottom of the sea. The rest is equally 
nebulous. There never was a raft, and the Royal 
Scot does not exist Can you understand it ? " 

Fenton shook his head He had been through 
too many perils by land and water that the perspec- 
tive of this should be lost to him. 

*' I don't understand it at all," he said. *' ^Tiat 
about the young lady, for instance? Isn't she 
real?" 
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''Mr. West will not admit that/* said Jessie 
quickly. ''He is just too fond of the delusioa I 
am like an old leather trunk that you express on the 
railway. It is a relief to get rid of it, and to hand 
over the checks to someone else. He has been tell- 
ing me so ever since he saved my life. It was 
' London, London, London ' all day on the raft ; and 
he can't think of an3rthing else even now. I'm sure 
hell dance for joy when he sees me on another 
ship."* 

"You know that I don't dance," said Murray. 
" I leave that to your clerical friends My personal 
joy will take the shape of a new suit of clothes and 
some clean collars. Do you remember, Fenton, 
bringing me an empty money-case the first day I was 
aboard? You said the contents had been stolen. 
Well, so they had, by a couple of sharpers on the 
Jersey City. I put the notes there to be stolen; 
they represented about four hundred pounds in bad 
money. If a gentleman named Bertrand Sedgwick 
ever gets to England he will probably do seven years. 
My own money was in my belt ; we shall want it at 
Port of Spain." 

Murray related this Uttle story as though it were 
a trifle to amuse them at the table ; but his real pur- 
pose was to kt Jessie know how they stood, and that 
he could help her to England when the moment 
came. She had not thought about money, and it was 
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not until he broached the subject that she understood 
how dependent upon him she was at every step of this 
fateful pilgrimage. 

" You think of everything, Murray," she exclaimed 
a little surly. '' Why, I was in such a fluster that I 
even left my jewellery behind; and as for money, 
who'd remember that when a ship's sinking ? I shall 
have to cable to my father from Port of Spain, and 
tell him to come and fetch me. I can just think how 
glad he will be. Oh, yes, he wiU be glad." 

The thought of others is rarely possible to us in 
the fret and rush of incident, nor may we charge 
selfishness against those who, finding their first 
obligation to themselves, are indifferent for the 
moment to the anxieties or even the tears of their 
kinsfolk So swiftly had events moved since the 
terrible night when the Jersey City added one to the 
long roll of steamships doomed upon the high sea, 
that any recollection of those at home — ^their sorrow, 
and their suspense — ^had perforce been momentary 
and in some sense unreal. But now, when the clouds 
were lifting and a glimmer of light beyond them 
might be seen, Jessie remembered, and in her re- 
membrance there was both joy jand sorrow. 

Kelly, the second offioer, had been upon the 
bridge during the luncheon hour, but Jhe came down 
while they were still sitting at the table and reported 
an unwelcome fact 
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''She's coming up, sir/' he exclaimed a little 
abruptly. " I hope I'm wrong, but I should like you 
to see. There's more of her above the horizon than 
there was an hour ago. I think it must be the 
Curofoa, as you said They have only one gunboat 
of that shape, so it must be her. I wish you'd come 
up right now, Mr. Fenton, and tell me what you 
think." 

All quitted the table abruptly at this ill news and 
followed him in haste to the bridge, where a single 
glance justified his alarm. There, on the starboard 
quarter, the gunboat was plainly to be seen; and 
while all the facts concerning her had been but a 
surmise heretofore, Fenton's splendid glass confirmed 
them before many minutes had passed Even Mur- 
ray's untrained eye could perceive how rapidly the 
strange ship gained upon them, while the dense 
volumes of smoke pouring from her ftmnel and the 
crescent of foam at her bows bore witness to the 
frantic exertions of her crew. 

"She's gaining hand over foot," said Fenton 
quietly. "If she holds on like that, eight bells 
to-night will strike our flag. I don't like it, Mr. 
West ; I don't hke it at alL" 

He fell to pacing the bridge like some caged 
animal which tiuns restlessly to and fro seeking a 
gate to the endless bars. They all understood how 
real was his fear^ and the men below, clustered to- 
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gether in discontented gxx>ups, would glance from time 
to time at his impassive face as though to read the 
message of their fate. Would night save them, or 
by night must the end come ? No man knew. The 
two ships rushed onward, one toward its haven, the 
other upon its prey. In a few hours the story would 
be told, the last page recorded. And while those 
aboard the Royal Scot prayed for night or a haven, 
the loud report of a gun and the loom of smoke sink- 
ing in the hollows of the seas answered the voices 
and delivered the summons. 



CHAPTER XIV 

PURSUIT. 

The parsuit endured with varying fortune through- 
out the long af temooa A fitful westerly wind, which 
had blown with some freshness in the forenoon watch* 
died away until it was not a cat* s-paw at two bells ; 
and from that moment the air seemed charged with 
some sulphurous heaviness, and the blue sky above 
was obliterated in a fine mist, unlike an3rthing the 
men had seen. They would have welcomed a fog at 
this hour as some good gift of Fortune, but no fog 
fell; nor was the horizon obscured, and both ships 
remained visible, each to the other, like a black shape 
agiainst a cold grey curtain. Whatever advantage 
had been gained by the Curofoa in the morning 
hours she failed to make good as the day drew on ; 
and while the distance between the two ships re- 
mained the same, there was no diange which even 
a seaman might detect From time to time, perhaps, 
as a supreme efifort at the furnaces drove one or 
the other to abnormal speed, there would be a momen- 
tary shifting of position which reanimated hope or 
baffled it ; but in the main the battle was a drawn one, 
whose doubtful issue drove the crew of the Royal Scat 
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to new frenzies of labour and to new threats against 
those who would have saved them. 

And, in truth, there was no man aboard who did not 
now go willingly to the stoke-hole, and there help 
the sinking firemen. Weird forms, half-naked, and 
covered from head to foot with black sweat, sent 
their long shovels and their rakes into the fiery eyes 
of the steaming boilers, and cared nothing for bell 
or watch or anything but their own safety. 

Words of praise, words of despair, spurred them to 
the task. They knew not precisely what they had to 
fear from the Venezuelan gunboat; but plain fact 
told them that they were dealing with a half bar- 
barous natidn — ^blockaders running a cargo of arms 
to a State which cared nothing for the law of nations, 
and much for the virtue of the rope. Rightly or 
wrongly, they believed that the commander of the 
Curofoa would shoot or hang them on s^ht ; and if 
these fears were ignorant and premature, they were 
none the less effective. Never since she was built 
had the Royal Scot plunged through the bnf Atlantic 
sweUs as she plunged that day; her steel plates 
shivered in the bolts, her masts trembled ; her engines 
raced imtil the very beams threatened to be burnt 
away. And through it all the cry of gain and loss 
went up, the oaths, the threats of rogues who had 
not done a decent day's work in all their lives ; but 
who now atoned in one short hour for the leisure of 
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the past Such as these fought to reach the engine- 
room ladder ; fought with each other at the bunker's 
mouth; were fighting still as the coal was pitched 
into the gaping furnaces and the flames licked it up 
and the black smoke was belched forth. Night must 
find them beyond the range of the warning guns. 
They believed that their lives were at stake. 

Fenton never left the bridge during this fever of 
pursuit, nor did he communicate his own thoughts 
to anyone. From time to time, in answef to Jessie's 
staccato questions, he would say, " Oh, shell do," or 
" It's well enough," or again, " I really cannot tell 
you." But more than this he would not say, and for 
the best of reasons, that any man on the ship was as 
well able to judge the situation as he. What breath 
he had for words he devoted to the engineers and 
those in the stoke-hole. Again and again he cried 
out for more steam, applauded their efforts, and sent 
new men to assist them, until they began to reahse 
that he put no less a price upon successful flight than 
they did Murray, in the chart-room, remarked every 
inflection of that usually cold voice, and he confessed 
to Jessie fhat he would sooner see the first officer silent 
than loquacious 

" Fenton's anxious," he said reflectively. " It's 
the first time he's been that since we were on the 
ship. Just look at thd way he walks up and down — 
like a tiger in the Zoo,^ you might say, if it were not 
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Fentoa I suppose he's got it in his head that a 
Venezuelan is another name for a cut-throat I 
think he is wrong, but I don't tell him so. A navy 
is not a good training-ground for rogues — even a 
South American navy. The commander of that ship 
would probably treat us decently. It's only my 
surmise, of course, but I hold to it" 

Jessie shook her head, and leaning far back in the 
deck chair, which a susceptible steward had dis- 
covered among the treasures of the Royal Scot, she 
took Fenton's part 

** My father was onoe in Venezuela on a railway 
commission, Murray. He used to say that he would 
sooner have been in prison. All the women wanted 
to marry him, and all the men to shoot him. I think 
Mr. Fenton is quite r^ht We know what we are 
doing here, but that steamer's a lottery. Father 
declares that he would sooner go into a wild beast 
den than visit Caracas again. He does not like 
pistols, and he hates womea Mr. Fenton's the same, 
isn't he?" 

"Oh, Fenton's a good fellow," Murray admitted 
willingly. "He has got his head screwed on the 
right way. No doubt he's working for the best, 
and, of course, he has a valuable consignment on 
board — amongst other things, one young lady in a 
hurry to get married. You will have to write the 
story of your engagement some day, Jessie, and 
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dedicate it to me. 'Through fire and water to 
Hanover Square.* I venture to think you won't 
better the tiUe. If there's anything to be said against 
it, it is on the side of your sex generaUy. You must 
not depreciate a good thing ; a panic on the marriage 
market would be an irreparable disaster. I shall tell 
Fenton that he's the benefactor of women, and that 
you ought to invite him to your wedding. His 
picture would look well at Monkton — ^now, wouldn't 
it?" 

Jessie turned her head away and gazed through 
the window of the chart-room, wherefrom she could 
see the misty horizon and the black cloud which 
almost obscured the outline of the pursuing ship. 
Murra/s light talk hurt her ears to-day, and she was 
in no mood at all to respond to it The sustained 
excitement of the earlier hours forbade her wholly 
to realise this hour and the issue it should decide 
The vaguest ideas of past and present, and even of 
her own futture, quelled excitement and left her 
almost indifferent She was not angry with Murray, 
for she knew that he sought to distract her atten- 
tion; but the knitted brows, the restless eyes, and 
the nervous twitchii^ of his hands denoted conceal- 
ment Every word that he spoke was punctuated 
by a glance at the pursuing ship. His heart quick- 
ened or beat more slowly as gain or loss was the 
message. 
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"If I go to Monkton, Mr. Fenton certainly will 
be welcome there/' Jessie said at length. " It's just 
that ' if ' which is wearing my life out, Murray. Why 
am I not a magician ? Why can't I read faces in the 
water? If you were clever, you would do it for 
me. 

" Ah ! if I were clever. If I were able to interest 
m}rself in zikythitig beyond a rather exacting present ; 
but I am not A staunch belief in the evil of the 
day has made my life what it is. I simply don't want 
to know about to-morrow; and if your crystal were 
there, I would not look in it Surely imcertainty is 
the one great impulse of life. We don't know, and we 
live to find out I am asking myself precisely at this 
moment if we are gaining or losing on that gun- 
boat Everything else is a matter of indifference, 
except a cigar— a good cigar. Do you mind my 
lighting it, Jessie ? So much that is unpleasant floats 
away in tobacco smoke." 

" I wish that ship would float away ! " exclaimed 
Jessie a little dolefully, and then, as though excite- 
ment returned as upon a freshet, she sat straight up 
and exclaimed : 

"We shall know everything to-morrow, shan't 
we?" 

Murray answered her very seriously: 

"You will know to-night, Jessie, I promise you 
that— to-night" 

She understood him. That night would answer 
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her question once for all, giving her the best or the 
worst, as her destiny had written it The flippant 
mood became her own thereafter, and she fell to 
chattering of a hundred everyday affairs; of her 
summer at Newport, and her last visit to Europe, of 
her father's house on Fifth Avenue, and why she 
liked Pahs, and of her friends in England, and their 
anxieties ; and in this Murray encouraged her, his 
eyes upon the horizon always, but his laughter no 
less light than hers, and his tenderness towards her 
unfailing. 

At one bell in the first dog watch the Curafoa 
made one of those supreme efforts which she had 
shown fitfully during the day, and racing up at a 
great speed through the heavy mists, she presently 
fired a shell across the bows of the Royal Scoi, and 
this went ploughing into the sea with a hissing sound 
which drew many of Fenton's men to the bulwarks 
and sent others flat upon their faces. Mturay in the 
chart-room, hearing the sound of firing, made an 
abrupt end of a wild tale with which he had been 
trying to divert Jessie's attention ; and running out 
upon the deck he was just in time to see a second 
shell plump into the water not a biscuit toss from the 
propeller of the ship. 

" Good God, Fenton ! " he cried. " Are they 
firing shell ? " 

" That's so, Mr. West." 
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** Then what are our fellows doing ? '' 

^Yott can see for yourself. They are working 
like niggera.'* 

" It's very sudden, Fenton." 

" These things generally are, sir. I don't think a 
shell often trots." 

He laughed ironically as a third shot struck the 
fo'castle hatch and filled the air with a cloud of 
splinters. 

"Doesn't look like marbles, does it?" he went 
on grimly. "We'll have to strike in five minutes if 
this goes on." 

" Then they'll come aboard here ? '* 

" Yes ; I fancy they'll do that" 

"We must stop it, Fentoa If Miss Golding 

falls into their hands But we mustn't let her. 

What are the men doing? Why don't you send 
more of them into the stoke-hole? Can't you see 
how urgent it is ? " 

Fenton did not lose his temper; he understood 
the meaning of these incoherent questions, these 
child-like promptings, and he bore with them. 

"They're head over heels together down there 
now. What more can they do? No, Mr. West, we 
must sit tight and whistle. I think you should take 
Miss Golding to the saloorL They'll knock this 
band-box of a chart-room all to ribbons just now. 
She's better downstairs." 
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Jessie answered for herself, standing at the chart- 
room door, and plainly showing that she under- 
stood. 

" Why, no, Mr. Fenton ; she's not. Her place is 
right here, and she's not going to change it Don't 
call me a coward, Murray; please don't call me 
that" 

"Impossible; you are only rash. Well, have 
your own way. It's a dangerous way, Jessie — a very 
dangerous way." 

"And yours?" she asked him. "Oh! do you 
think that I feel nothing for others^ then? Have I 
a heart of stone, Murray ? " 

" I know that you have not," he said in a very low 
voice ; and then he turned away, and would not look 
at her. But she stood so close to him that he could 
feel the whisper of her breath upon his cheek ; and 
when the gun belched fire and smoke again, he took 
a step instinctively as though to shield her. In the 
excitement of the shot's flight their hands were inter- 
locked; they waited for the end almost heart to 
heart 

The shell fell into the sea a cable's length behind 
them. So much had the Royal Scot gained in the 
lull of the pursuer's effort. The men on deck raised 
a hoarse cheer; it was echoed in the inferno where 
the scarlet figures pUed their shovels and men were 
baking as meat upon a jack, 
p 
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^ Look at that t '' cried Fenton, surprised for an 
instant " We shall best them yet, by the Lord ! Well 
done, my lads ! There's grog for that — ^well done ! " 

He cried to the steward to serve rum in the 
engine-room — ^an order he would never have given 
but as a last desperate resource ; and while the men 
were clamouring for it and the pannikins were chink- 
ing, yet another shell just touched the combings of 
the main-deck hatch Carrying iron and wood in its 
path, it struck a negro full upon the legs above his 
knees and left him a maimed and bleeding hulk. 
None of those above saw the man, for the bridge- 
deck hid him from view, and the men were assuring 
themselves that no harm was done at the very 
moment when the negro's body rolled into the 
scuppers. 

"A Uttle premature, weren't you, Fenton?" 
Murray asked him, almost reproachfully. "You 
should have kept that grc^, I'm thinking." 

Fenton shrugged his shoulders and pointed to the 
enveloping mists all about them. 

" I don't know what to beUeve, sir. This air de- 
ceives a maa Did you ever breathe anything like 
it? Burnt cinders and steam I call it — and in the 
Atlantic toa If there's much more of the same sort 
to come, we'll both have to strike, I reckon. Just 
look ahead there; it's a mountain alight, I could 
swear, and yet I know it's only cloud What's the 



PURSUITi 227 

Curafoa going to make of that ? Not much, you be 



sure." 



It was certainly a remarkable phenomenon, and 
even the galling excitements of the chase were for- 
gotten for an instant before that lurid spectacle. 
The whole face of the western heavens was now ob- 
scured by fantastic shapes fashioning themselves 
against the curtain of the zenith ; and while the sun 
still shone low down upon the water, clearing itself 
a path as of gamboge and amber upon a blue-grey 
sea, the higher altitudes were dark with mighty cones 
of cloud, shifting and weird and wind-borne, so that- 
their bulk was variable and quickly changing, and 
the light they gave, or shut out, akin to the gloom 
of twilight or the deeper darkness of the night The 
air itself became heavy as the breath of fire, and a 
thin mist of the finest white dust began to fall upon 
the steamer — a mist not of sleet or snow, but unlike 
anything the men had seen; and so scorching to 
lungs and palate that those on the deck gasped and 
fought for breath, and the men in the engine-room 
came headlong up the ladder and declared they could 
do no more. It was such a sudden transformation, a 
dlnouemeni at once so terrifying and full of surprise, 
that even the Cura^oa and her guns were forgotten, 
and all together the men gaped at the veil upon the 
sky, and asked what, in God's name, it meant They 
cared no longer now for shot or shell, or any prison 
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which might await them; but one idea animated 
them — the fight for air and light and the water which 
would quench their intolerable thirst Some at the 
casks, some hanging over the bulwarks that the salt 
foam might wet their lips, they gave way to that 
panic of fear with which the evidence of things un- 
known can afflict the ignorant; and believing that 
death was upon them, they turned their blasphemies 
upon the very man who had waged so good a battle 
for their lives. Fenton, however, heard them with 
supreme indifference, and his first thought was, as 
ever, for the weakest upon his ship. 

" Take Miss Golding into that cabin, sir," he said 
to Murray, when he had breath to speak at all " God 
knows what it is ; I have never seen anything like it 
If we don't get out of it in ten minutes, we are all 
done for. Do you go inside and shut the windows. 
My throat's on fire — indeed it is." 

He had already cried an order to put the ship 
about; and now they turned, and ran full south 
toward safety and the light Side by side with 
them, racing for the open sea, went the Curagoa; 
and these two, hard set in flight and pursuit not ten 
minutes ago, were henceforth as sister-ships upon' a 
common purpose of salvation. For many minutes 
together you heard no sound upon the deck of the 
Royal Scot but the hard breathing of men in agony, 
and the groans of those who believed that they were 
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dying. Even Fenton, standing like a figure of iron 
by the wheel, could not hide his distress ; but he did 
not quit his post, and when Murray insisted upon 
remaining at his side, he still had the voice to tell him 
of his folly. 

"Miss Golding — think of her first, sir. YouVc 
no right here." 

"Every right, Fenton; it's turn and turn about 
Do you go in and breathe ; Tm at the wheel" 

"I can't do it, sir; my place is here. Did you 
ever see anything like it? The heaven's afire and 
raining dust What do you think it is ? " 

"I know what it is, Fenton. It's a volcano — 
you can tell that by the dust One of the Windward 
group is active; I feel sure of it We must keep 
away south, Fenton ; I see light there." 

"I'm doing it, sir. God help us all! Look at 
that!" 

The remark escaped him as a small fore-and-aft 
schooner took shape in the mists and appeared to 
emerge from them and pass under their very poop. 
The ship had all her sails set, but they were aflame 
and burning in little jets of fire which gas might 
have fed ; while her decks presented a spectacle from 
which they turned, sick at heart and terrified. It was 
all so sudden that the fog enveloped the schooner 
before they could come to any resolution, and all 
trace of her had disappeared when next they looked 
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" Did you see that, Fenton ? A poor devil there 
was burning from head to foot" 

"I saw it, Mr. West It may be our turn next. 
My lungs are like hot coaL Can you see any light 
anywhere ? " 

"It's clearer a little west of south. Bear up, 
Fenton ; we'll see each other through." 

"Oh, yes; we'll do that Can you take the 
wheel a minute? That fellow's going blind, I 
think." 

"I'll try, Fenton; it isn't the first time I've 
steered a steamship. Pray God it won't be the 
last" 

Silence fell for a little while, and a hush upon the 
ship seemed to emphasise the intensity of the crisis. 
In the wheel-house Murray was sheltered somewhat 
from the intolerable scorching dust ; and if he pitied 
the quartermaster 'who lay half -dead at h''«^ feet, he 
might not even stretch out a hand to save him 
Yonder over the seas shone the still pool of golden 
light, wherein all might be won and the reward be 
reaped. He saw that this was the supreme hour of 
his manhood, when every nerve, every muscle, brain 
and body alike, must wage the grim fight for the life 
of the woman he loved ; and so resolving, he tried to 
put the thought of physical pain from him, and he 
clenched his teeth, and cried, " It shall be.'* In the 
stress of this resolve the minutes passed — intolerable 
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minutes, when all things swam before him and his 
tongue could utter no word, and his eyes were half* 
blinded, and still he stood and wondered that reason 
remained to him. 

For a woman's name was his stafiF, and her image 
was before him ; and when he fell at last, insensible, 
upon th? body of the brave man at his feet, he be- 
lieved that this was death for her and for him. 



CHAPTER XV. 

TWO INTERVIEWS. 

Upon a morning of July some two months after the 
good ship Royal Scot had raced side by side with the 
Venezuelan gunboat Curafoa, and the burning dust 
from Mont Pel6e had decided the issue of the flight, 
a smart reporter entered the hall of the Palace Hotel 
at Liverpool and asked the clerk whether Mr. Murray 
West were up. 

"From the Liverpool Standard" he said, "and 
I won't keep him a minute. Just take my card up 
and say I can wait" 

The derk, turning over the card with interest, 
and having sturmised that the Englishman in question 
had recently arrived upon the boat from Kingston in 
the company of a young* American lady, sent a servant 
upstairs, while the reporter solaced himself with a 
cigarette and a supercilious glance at the other occu- 
pants of the halL Possibly he examined them with 
an eye to the process, for the interviewing habit had 
grown upon him, and there was little on the earth 
below or in the heaven above that he rated from any 
other standpoint than that of his notebook. He was 
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still engaged in that business-like survey when the 
servant returned and invited him upstairs. 

*' He'll sec you/' said the man, " if you arc sharp. 
He's a rum 'un, I tell you ; makes me skip when he 
looks at me." 

" Ah ! " said the reporter with an immense sense 
of the superiorities of knowledge. "He has been 
used to driving niggers, you know." 

He found his victim in a small sitting-room upon 
the first floor. Murray wore a smoking-suit purchased 
last night in Liverpool, and his breakfast of tea and 
toast was untouched on the table before him. A litter 
of telegrams upon his knee spoke of discovery and 
greeting, while a box of cigarettes at his right hand 
confessed a smoker's contemplatioa One letter, how- 
ever, addressed to Lord Woodridge, he snatched up 
hastily when the reporter entered ; and thrusting it 
hastily into his pocket, he bade the young man take 
a chair. 

" Mr. Murray West, I believe." 

" Yes, that's so. What's your business ? " 

" I am from the local Standard . If you would be 
so good as to answer a few questions " 

" Ha ! " said Murray with a gesture. " You wish 
me to think that I am still in America ? " 

" Oh, no, sir ; really not We don't want anything 
private-7-nothing low or vulgar. It is about the 
Jersey City. I have been given to understand that 
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you were on board her, and wc thought that a few 
particulars would be most interesting to your ad- 
mirers." 

" Admirers ? Great heavens, man, dont be an ass ! 
You probably know more about the Jersey City than 
I do; yes, I am sure you do. Suppose we reverse 
the process. I will interview you for a change." 

He pushed the cigarettes across the table and laid 
his fingers upon the button of a bell near by. 

" Is it whisky or brandy ? I find the Press mono- 
tonous in the matter of its beverages ? " 

The reporter was greatly shocked. 

" I am a teetotaler," he said, with a condemnatory 
wave of a far from clean hand " I put down much 
of my success to that" 

" Excellent Go on as you are doing, and some 
day you will bag an archbishop. You can tell me, 
to begin with, something about the Jersey City, They 
had no news of her when I was at Kingston, and 
naturally we got none coming across. These tele- 
grams may tell me what I want to find out, but you 
can anticipate them. How many were drowned that 
night } I don't even know that vet." 

The reporter lit a second cigarette and showed 
his appreciation of the opportunity by a long narration, 
of which we shall venture to omit all that does not 
concern our narrative. 

'* You were sunk by a tramp collier from Cardiff," 
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he began. ** She stood by you in the fog, and her 
boats picked up ninety-two of your people. There 
were sixty wooden saved in the lifeboats, and they 
all got on the tramp before morning. One way and 
the other, and as far as we can learn, very nearly 
two hundred were saved out of the seven hundred 
passengers she appears to have had on board. Every- 
one admits that the captain of the Idris — that was the 
tramp's name— did his best He says he came right 
on to you amidships in the fog, and he didn't know 
for nearly an hour whether he could keep his own 
steamer afloat It was a very dreadful business. 
Nearly all the poor folk in the steerage seem to have 
been drowned, and there were twenty young ladies 
from the Casino Company in New York, of whom 
only one was saved. You know, of course, that Miss 
Golding's relative was in the first boat that was picked 
up. I understand she has remained in America." 

" This telegram says so," said Murray, holding up 
one of the many pink forms. "Do you happen to 
know if Mr. Golding senior has remained in Lon- 
don ? " 

" I don't know, sir. They said he was terribly cut 
up, and unable to leave his hotel for some weeks. No 
one here believed that there could be any other sur- 
vivors. It was a clever idea of yours, I must say. Ton 
my word, I should never have thought of it" 

Murray looked at him and admitted that he would 
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not. But he was far too polite to voice such 
sentiments. 

" Do you know if the Rev. St John Trew, the vicar 
of Sackville Street, was saved ? " he asked next 

"Oh, yes, he was. The parson came up like 
Noah out of the Ark — ^six hoturs hanging to an oar, 
they say. You can't get into his church since he 
came back." 

" Blessed are the uses of advertisement I could 
imagine that Noah might have been a fine subject for 
an interview, with headlines, and the private opinions 
of Ham upon the discoveries of the voyage. That, 
unfortunately, is lost to posterity, but I am glad that 
the reverend gentleman is alive. You can't tell me 
the same of Captain Ross, I am sure ? " 

" No, sir ; he went down with his ship." 

" Ah ! he would do that The old story, of coturse. 
Down with his ship! Do you^wonder that we like 
to sail with British seamen ? " 

" I do not, sir. I always sail with them when I 
go for my holiday." 

As the young gentleman's holiday was usually an 
unexciting trip to Blackpool, the admission did not 
stand for as much as it might have done. Murray's 
politeness, however, construed it in a larger sense. 

"Ah! you are a traveller, then.?" he asked 
" Have you ever visited Martinique ? " 

"No, I have not; and I will take precious care 
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I don't either. Why, your trouble was child's play to 
theirs. Forty thousand people killed in a few mo- 
ments. I am for England, thank you." 

"You are a wise man. I owe something to Mar- 
tinique, nevertheless. Has anyone told you that Miss 
Golding and I were saved by Martinique.^" 

" Yes, sir ; a telegram from Kingston said that." 
"Then you know that we should have been 
knocked to splinters but for the dust cloud from Mont 
Pel6e. We ran into it with the Venezuelan gfunboat 
Curafoa at our heels. The men went down like flies. 
Ten of them died within an hour, and amongst them 
one of the best seamen that ever trod a deck — ^Jack 
Fenton by name. I was in the wheel-house, and I 
owe my life to the fact. When I recovered con- 
sciousness after two hours, face downwards on the 
floor, I found myself on board an American battleship. 
Such things are difficult to talk about; but if you 
want a picture for your paper your artist has a great 
opportunity. Tell him that a big steamer ran a mad 
race without pilot or helmsman, until her fires died 
down and the boilers gave out, and that there was not 
a man aboard her capable of lifting a hand to alter 
her course or close her throttle. That's something 
new in phantom ships, isn't it ? There we were, lying 
in heaps about the deck, and the engines throbbed 
and the foam flew, and that steel hulk, unguided, un- 
attended, raced us out to safety. You want an Edgar 



333 RED MORN. 

Allan Poe or a Marryat to tell that as it should be 
tokL I am far too practical, and my imagination 
, concerns itself for the moment with the somewhat 
pleasant fact that I am alive." 

" Indeed, we thought you were dead, sir, and that's 
the general opinioa" 

"I am delighted to hear it Please leave my 
name out of anything you may write, and record this 
as an impersonal story/' 

" I shall be careful to do so. Is nothing to be said 
about Miss Golding, sir?'' 

"Absolutely nothing — I can really give you no 
authorisatioa" 

" But I really must say something about Miss Gold- 
ing, I suppose ? " 

" If you must, say that she is well and very glad 
to be here. I cannot give you any further authoris- 
ation." 

" She is to marry Lord Eastry, I believe ? They 
say at once." 

" Really» I cannot discuss a young lady's private 
affairs." 

" But I may tell them how she was saved from the 
Royal Scot?" 

"Oh, certainly. She was in the chart-room; I 
closed the windows myself and bolted them. She did 
not know what we were doing, and when she dis- 
covered the truth the danger was past The American 
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commander struck a ship full of apparently dead men, 
and a woman trying to steer it I don't think that 
anything you could say of Miss Golding's courage 
would be an exaggeration. It has been her lot to 
obtain an experience rare in the life of any woman, 
and she Has behaved nobly. I can say no more ; the 
story is there to speak for itself." 

" And you, sir — ^have you any plans } ** 

" Plans ? What do you mean by plans ? " 

" Well, I mean — that is — do you know what you 
are going to do now ? " 

" My dear sir, does any man with ideas know what 
he is going to do now ? " 

"Yes, sir, but about the future." 

"Oh, the future. Well, I am going to Itmch at 
one o'clock and to take the afternoon train to Londoa 
Permit me to wish you ' good-morning ' — and, thank 
you, I shall not want a copy of your paper." 

The young man gathered his papers tc^ether with 
nervous haste and bowed himself out of the room as 
quickly as he could. In the hall below he confessed 
to the porter that he would sooner have entered a 
lion's den. 

"You are right," he said; "he looks into your 
chest and out at your back. I shan't feel safe until 
I am back in my office." 

Murray waited until there was no possibility of 
the interviewer returning, and then he read once more 
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the ktter which he had covered with his hand when 
the young man intruded. Truth to tell, this was the 
first time since Percy Bentham came over to America 
to tell him of his changing fortunes that he had quite 
realised the new position he must occupy henceforth 
in England, and the meaning of the title which the 
accidents of birth and death had made his. Seven 
months ago his uncle, the Earl of Woodridge, had died 
very suddenly at the old Abbey house in Suffolk; 
and while two sons stood between Murray and the 
earldom when he went to America to seek his fortunes 
and to forget, the Natal campaign contrived this singu- 
lar volte-face and made him the new earl In so far as 
it terminated his immediate difficulties and gave him 
the right once more to stand par inter paribus^ he was 
grateful to Fortune and her whims ; but he did not 
believe himself to be possessed of those somewhat 
common-place qualities which are necessary to a peer- 
age ; and democratic America had taught him a good 
contempt for the empty distinctions which would cata- 
logue the whole order of men and pronounce these 
the socially elect and those the socially damned He 
would not admit that he could hear himself called 
** Lord Woodridge " without a sense of the ridiculous 
and the unfit. His tastes, his ways of thought, his hard 
life, had robbed him of the primitive British respect 
for classes ; and there was no article of his faith which 
endowed him with the smallest reverence for state or 
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condition Nevertheless^ he understood that he must 
pay some penalty to riches^ and there was enough of 
the born aristocrat in him to prevent any false step 
which would have been a scandal to his fellows. 
Indeed, nature had gifted him with many true traits 
of a nobility not always found among nobles ; and this 
inborn grace and dignity of manner were not a little 
responsible for his unfailing influence with women. 

He dressed hastily, we say, and with a preoccupa- 
tion which was but one of the many witnesses to 
mental unrest and very real anxieties. Destiny had 
set him at last side by side upon an English shore 
with the woman he loved ; and the first act he con- 
templated was separation, complete and final, from 
the gentle companion of his misfortunes. Two 
reasons, each uncontrovertible in his opinion, were the 
justification of a course so difficult and in some ways 
so inexplicable. Jessie, he said, was not a free agent, 
nor was England likely to make her one. The be- 
trothed of another, he, Murray, would sooner have 
cut off his right hand than have asked her to be his 
wife ; but even had there been no engagement, and 
the name of Gerald, Baron Eastry, erased from the 
peerage, he would still have kept silent and let her 
go. The suspicion which rogi^s had cast upon him 
must remain to blight his Ufe and to seal his lips. 
He knew that he would be unwise among fook to 
marry Jessie until he could go to her and say, " Thus 

Q 
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Lionel died ; there is the hand which killed him." 
And such confession might never be made. He had 
pledged his word to one who, for all he knew, was 
among the dead whom the sea had claimed Certain 
news he had none; but the telegrams said nothing 
of Hubert Laidlaw, nor was that name in any list 
which had come to him from the shilling offices. 
He believed that his friend was dead, and in death 
had inflicted this great wrong upon him — ^that he 
might win nothing now of life, nor set any hope upon 
his future. How much the resolution cost him, even 
Jessie would never kam. His hand trembled; his 
face was that of an old man when he left his room 
at last to say farewell to her. 

How hard it was! She had never looked so 
girlish as she looked that morning, half sitting, half 
lyin& upon a heavy couch, and wearing a gown of so 
faint a shade of pink that rose leaves might have 
stood for its warp and threads of silver for its woof. 
Twenty days of dreamy life upon a lazy ship had 
endowed her with new gifts of health and vivacity ; 
and as she reclined there with the sunshine upon her 
flaxen hair and the animation of youth in every change 
iag gesture, she might well have stood for the eternal 
type of America's daughters, of their beauty and their 
energies. Jessie, indeed, was animated by strange 
uncertainties ; and her abounding vivacity owed not 
a little to that vague pleasure of the unknown which 
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surpasses so surely any happiness of realisation. 
Whatever the future might have in store for her, she 
did not believe that the old way of Ufe could con- 
tinue; and if this old way had been generous to 
her above the ordinary, nevertheless it was a child's 
path which henceforth must be quitted for a woman's 
sphere and a woman's knowledge. She knew — what 
woman ever remains in ignorance ? — ^that she had won 
a brave man's love ; and she imagined that such an 
accident could not fail to bring its natural develop- 
ments. 

The silent companion of her Odyssey would forget 
his silence and claim her answer. She determined 
already that she would let her own heart and cir- 
cumstances guide her; and, while she could remem- 
ber that she knew nothing whatever of Murray West, 
save that he was a nomad who had spent ten wild 
years in America, she anticipated that he would tell 
her all, the best and the worst, dispelling the darkness 
of the mystery and leaving her free to say, "Yes, 
I wish it so." Jessie believed that she could love 
Murray with all her heart and soul; but that love 
would not be wholly given until he had spoken and 
her patient trust had been rewarded And she made 
sure that he would speak to-day — ^now, when, if he 
did not speak, the silence would be for ever. 

She met him with a bright smile and stood up at 
once as he entered, offering him her hand and point- 
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ing to a vase of great white roses which was the chief 

ornament of her table. For an instant their fingers 

were interlocked, and both their hearts beat more 

quickly at that mutual touch. 

^ Why can't I live without roses, Murray ? How 

good of you it was, though t " — she began ; but he 

stopped her abruptly. 

" Oh, nonsense ; flowers were made for women's 

hearts. I want to speak to you, Jessie — a real, 

straight talk between two dear friends. Have you 

got time for that ? " 

He let her hand drop and set a chair dose by the 

sofa Something in his manner checked the freshet 
of her welcome ; and she sought to hide the intensity 
of her own feelings by a meaningless babble of com- 
mon talk. 

" If I have time ? Why, what should I do if I 
wasn't talking, Murray ? Do you know that I've had 
half the dressmakers in Liverpool here this morning ? 
You must think I am going to Buckingham Palace. 
But it's so good of you, and I could cry when I 
remember all you have done for me." 

''It will be my turn to cry if you so much as 
mention it. How do I know that you are not going 
to Buckingham Palace? As the wife of an exceed* 
ingly — ^well, notorious peer, I should say your destina- 
tion is assured Let us talk of something else. When 
do you expect your father here ? " 
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Tlie tears had welled up in Jessie's eyes when he 
spoke of Lord Eastry and her marriage; but the 
discreet question saved her from that impulse which 
would have cast her in unwomanly humility at his 
feet that she might make her confession there and say, 
"I love you; take me, Murray — do with me what 
you will" Her eyes were averted when she answered 
him ; she was afraid of the sound of her own voice. 

" The cable says that my father will take the first 
steamer. To-day is Tuesday, so he will be here on 
Thursday week."- 

'^ You will wait for him in London, Jessie ; I think 
it is wiser. The telegram that I sent to Lord Eastry 
at Monkton is not answered I presume he is in 
town; but a few hours will tell us. Now, do not 
look at me like that, for I am acting for the best. 
I want you to go to London to your friends there. 
In the interval of waiting you will have much to do, 
but chiefly this — ^to live apart, and ask yourself if the 
step you contemplate taking is really one which will 
make you happy as I wish you to be. Ask yourself 
if this great position which you have the opportunity 
of filling is to be lightly refused or abandoned for 
that which, after all, may not be a true intuition. I 
shall not seek either to advise or counsel you, because 
I want this to be your own decision, uninfluenced 
either by gratitude or friendship. But you will know 
—yes, Jessie, you will know that my heart is near 
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you ; and if any double should come, any need, any 
misfortune, a telegram to my hotel will bring me to 
your side as fast as human agency will allow me. I 
think that is all. God bless and keep you, little girl ! 
God bless and keep you ! " 

He stood up, knowing that his resolution was 
betraying him, and understanding that one weak 
word, one tremor of his voice, might undo alL Jessie, 
in her turn, perceived that he was leaving her — ^he, 
the truest friend, the bravest heart she had ever 
knowa He was going away into the unknown, far 
from her. And yet her womanhood forbade the word 
which would keep him back. He was going, and she 
could not speak it 

" Murray, God bless you, Murray ! " 
*' You will know where to send for me ? " 
" Yes, yes ; I know that, Murray." 
"I shall never cease to remember this day, Jessie." 
" I will remember it, too. Oh ! so much, Murray." 
" Good-bye again, my little friend, good-bye." 
" Good-bye, Murray, if it must be — good-bye." 
He was going ; she saw his figure turning at the 
door. A low cry escaped her lips. She tottered for- 
ward and held out her hands. 

It was too late. The door was shut — ^he neither 
saw nor heard her. 
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CHAPTER XVL 

AN OLD FRIEND IS FOUND AGAIN. 

Murray bad told the reporter from the Liverpool 
Standard that he had no plans ; but this was a mere 
fashion of speaking, for he knew very well what the 
next few days would find him doing. If he had 
thought it better that his parting from Jessie should 
be abrupt almost to the point of mystery, he had no 
intention whatever of leaving her unwatched and un- 
guarded in London, and his first act was to tel^japh 
to town that a suite of rooms might be kept for him 
in an old-world hotel by Trafalgar Square. Thither 
he went by an early train upon the afternoon of her 
departure ; and so it bef el that, just at the moment 
when she believed herself to be without a friend in 
the city, Murray kept himself informed of all her 
movements, and knew almost to the minute when she 
left her hotel and when she returned to it again. For 
himself, he saw no one nor desired the company of 
any man ; and it was greatly to his annoyance when, 
upon the morning of the tenth day, no less a person 
. than our old friend Bertrand Sedgwick gained access 
to his rooms in London, and introduced himself with- 
out any sort of apology whatever. 

Bertrand Sedgwick had not changed, nor had 
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tragedy left a mark tipon him. His crimson, drink- 
dyed face was no less crimson or drink-dyed than it 
had been on the Jersey City. He wore a grey suit of 
summer clothes and a panama hat, which he tossed 
upon the table with the air of one who had the rig^ht 
to this intrusion. Murray observed at a glance that 
his errand was not a pad&c one, for, in spite of his 
assurance, he quailed a little upon the threshold and 
followed the valet a little nervously. 

" A gentleman to see you, sir.'* 

''A what?" cried Murray, looking Sedgwick up 
and down as though he had been some strange animal 
" What did you say he was ? ** 

The valet discreetly shut the door, while Sedgwick; 
not waiting to be asked, seated himself in a low arm- 
chair. 

" Guess you're rather down on an old pal, aren't 
you ? " said he. " That's a funny welcome, anyway. 
Look here, Mr. West ; I don't call myself any names, 
so you needn't skin a man so. I came up to have a 
bit of a friendly talk with you." 

He was plainly ill at ease and anxious, and he 
watched his friend very closely, while his hand in- 
stinctively touched something in his pocket and lin- 
gered there as though to reassure him. Murray, 
however, appeared to be quite indifferent; he took 
a big briar pipe from the mantelshelf and filled it 
grain by grain. 
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"Where's Marx?" he asked presently. "What 
have you done with him ? " 

" Oh ! Marx is all right. He's waiting for me down 
at my hotel He'll be pretty glad to hear of this, for 
he liked you, did Dicky Marx, sir, notwithstanding 
his persuasion." 

Murray struck a match, and his black eyes shone 
like lamps above the wavering flame. 

"Ah!" he said drily. "That's touching. When 
I saw Marx last we were not on speaking terms." 

"What do you mean by that? " 

" Oh! he was dead, that is all" 

Sedgwick shifted uneasily in his chair, and tried 
to look as though he were contemplating the fountains 
outside with a lively and child-like interest 

" Do you mean to tell me that you know it ? " he 
asked after a pause. 

" Know it, man ? I sent him under with my own 
hands. I can see his black beard now, washing about 
his dirty ears. He died badly, but I would not have 
saved him if I could." 

For a little while Sedgwick thought about it with 
an uncomfortable feeling that the beginning was bad. 
Such a man, however, cares nothing for mistakes. He 
was droning away again presently as though all his 
happiness in life had depended upon Marx. 

"You always were a heartless devil!" he ex- 
claimed, in a tone he meant to be flattering. "I'm 
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sorry for poor Marx, though — he was my pal, you 
know. Twenty-four times we crossed the pond to- 
gether. Think of that — ^twenty-four times, and now 
I must turn the game up. My figure-head is too well 
known, I guess, and you'll have to do something for 
me, West. That's what brought me here this morn- 
ing. I'm pretty low down, one way and the other, 
and, of course, I look to my friends. What's the good 
of caUing a man a pal if he turns his back on you 
directly you are down ? You are not the one to do 
that, I know. If I could get two or three hundred 
pounds tc^ether I'd go out to South Africa and try 
my luck. There should be work on the mines when 
Kitchener comes home, and perhaps a good thing to 
be picked up. You've got plenty of money now — 
at least I judge so by this parlour. Pay me five hun- 
dred pounds, and I give you my word you shs^ never 
see me again. That's between gentlemen, for I might 
put it another way if I chose." 

He saft up in the chair just as though he expected 
that his proposal would provoke $ome violent out- 
break. Murray, however, might have been a figure of 
stone for all the notice that he took. He had his 
back to the mantelshelf ; his arms were folded ; the 
smoke rolled about him in wreathing clouds. 

*' Sedgwick," he exclaimed presently, " you'll riever 
get your living as a blackmailer. There's too much of 
the mothers' meeting about you. Man, why don't 
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you leave that pistol alone ? If it went off, it would 
shoot you through the thigh. Take your hand out of 
your pocket before you do yourself a mischief." 

Taken by surprise, Sedgwick withdrew his hand 
from his pocket as though he were fingering hot 
irons. 

" How did you know I had a pistol ? " 

'' Oh ! that was obvious. You came up by the Uft, 
and you didn't wish to go down through the window. 
Sedgwick, be careful It's a long drop." 

There was a long pause between them. Neither 
moved Murray's pipe still glowed like a furnace; 
Sedgwick fingered the brim of his dirty straw hat as 
though feeling for an idea there. 

" Five hundred," he remarked presently, with the 
air of a man adding up a total '' Come, you are a 
clever chap. You can raise that amount somewhere 
if you try. Pay me five hundred and see the back of 
me. I'm cheap at that, by thunder I am ! 

" Why should I pay you five hundred, Sedgwick } 
What for?" 

" To keep my tongue stilL It's a wicked tongue, 
I'm d^ d if it isn't That tongue's cost me a for- 
tune in my lifetime, but that's no reason why it 
shouldn't make me a bit now. Five hundred pounds 
— what is it } As much as you'll pay for a couple of 
horses or a stinking runabout" 

"The runabouts that I shall buy wiU not stink. 
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Your ignorance of motor-cars is no less extraordinary 
than your ignorance of me, Sedgwick. If you have 
any redeeming feafture, it is that you are a somewhat 
excellent liar. You were immense about Marx. I 
suppose you have inherited his personal property — 
two packs of cards and a blackmailing story ? Well, 
I shall not kick you out just yet I am curious. I 
want to hear the rest of it It might be worth the 
money, you know." 

Sedgwick detected a note of hesitation in his 
voice, and he jumped at what he believed to be 
surrender. 

" Yes,'* he said, •* it's worth that Now, to begin 
with, Laidlaw's in London." 

Murray knitted his brows and emptied the ash 
from his pipe into the fire behind him. He had not 
expected this. 

" Go on," he said ; " it's not a bad begiiming." 

" Ah ! I knew you'd think that — ^poor young chap ! 
In a bad way, too. Lying low in a shanty off the 
Tottenham Court Road, and frightened to go out 
i)ecause of the police. You see, old Golding heard 
he'd sailed for Europe, and the 'tecs were waiting for 
him this side. He was picked up by the tramp, but 
he reshipped and got through with my help. I've 
been a father to that young man, and precious bad 
he treats me. There's not a day this week I haven't 
looked in at 24B, Margaret Street 
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'"Ahf" exdaimed Murray, interrupting him. 
'' That's clumsy, Sedgwick. I would have paid you 
five hundred for that" 

Sedgwick's jaw fell 

'• What's it matter ? " he exclaimed. " How will 
that help you ? Oh, yes ; you are chiunming with the 
police, no doubt, and you'll all have a fling together 
at the Carlton just now. Do you suppose you are 
strong enough to save him, Murray West ? " 

" Possibly ; we shall see. Don't get angry, Sedg- 
wick ; you are only half way through yet Please go 
on, my man; I have an appointment at twelve 
o'clock." 

" Yes, you would have. With Jessie Golding, I'll 
bet I was going on there myself by-and-by. Seems 
to me that she ought to know something, and there'll 
be time to trot down to Scotland Yard afterwards. 
Shall we say seven hundred and flf ty, my boy ? I'm 
cheap at that, eh ? " 

"Absolutely a bargain, my dear Sedgwick. If I 
were running a wax-works just now, I would put you 
in my chamber of horrors, with the greatest pleasure. 
As it is " 

He broke off impatiently, and strode towards his 
writing table in the window. There, he opened a 
drawer, and taking from it a bundle of papers, he was 
about to speak again, when he found himself looking 
down the muzzle of Sedgwick's pistol 
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Murray did not move a muscle of his face. His 
inflection was unchanged when he continued — 

" As it is, there is a little story here of a person 
sometime known as Bert Sedgwick, but once familiar 
as Roger Daw, a safe thief, which I think will be 
highly interesting to the particular Yard you speak 
of. Now, Sedgwick, don't be an ass. If you fire that 
pistol, you will certainly hang." 

" Vm aware of it There's a point where a man 
dc^sn't care a dime either way. I'm going to have 
seven hundred and fifty pounds out of you, Murray ! 

West, or I'm going to swing for it Now, then, will i 

you pay? I will give you three seconds.'* 

" Unnecessary. I will write you a cheque." I 

Sedgwick was too utterly astonished for the | 

moment to utter a single word. He still covered his 
victim with the revolver, his face was crimson with , 

the excitement of success, and the extended arm j 

trembled visibly. ! 

*' That's right," he cried ; " that's sensible. I don't 
mean you any mischief if you treat me fair. When 
a man's driven he's got to look after himself. Write 
a cheque and we'll send out and cash it I'll give you 
my oath you shall never see me again." 

Murray crushed the papers in his hand, and then 
turned and sat at his writing table. He knew that 
the barrel of the pistol was within an inch of his ear 
as he wrote^ and there was a moment when he won- 
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dered whether those nerveless fingers might not pull 
the trigger through sheer excitement But he signed 
the cheque without a tremor, and having done so, he 
oifered it to Sedgwick with no more concern than if it 
had been a postcard. 

* An open cheque," he remarked quietly. " I will 
either ring for a messenger to go to the bank, or you 
shall cash it for yourself. It is over yonder at Charing 
Cross. Which will you do, Sedgwick ? " 

The question perplexed the eager man. For one 
instant — ^just one — he let the barrel of the pistol drop 
while he stretched out his left hand for the inviting 
green paper. The action was fatal to him. Bef(»:e 
he could move or cry out long fingers were about his 
throat, a grip of iron upon his wrist Not a word 
could he utter, not a sound escaped him; but the 
rushing blood buzzed in his ears, and all the room 
swam before his eyes. When Murray released him 
he lay prone upon the rug, and his face was black. 

" Oh, my God I " he cried. " Give me air — ^let me 
breathe." 

He lay there moaning for many minutes, while 
Murray busied himself about the room as though he 
were both indiflFerent to and unconscious of his pres- 
ence. The pistol had fallen to the ground in the 
struggle, and rested almost within reach of Sedg- 
wick's hand; but the chambers were empty, and 
Murray had the cartridges in his pocket The first 
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act in ihe drama of blackmail was over, and that 
was to come would be in some measure comedy. 
When Murray had finished his preparations, gathered 
his papers, and changed his coat, he ordered the prone 
man to get up in the tone of a slave-driver who has 
the whip ready. 

" Now then, no nonsense. If you are not on your 
legs in half a minute I shall lift you ; and my hands 
hurt, Sedgwick; they are clumsy and a little hard. 
Come, will you get up ? ** 

'' I must have some brandy, West You've twisted 
my windpipe, blast you ! Give me some drink if you 
don't want my death on your hands." 

Oh, get up, get up, Sedgwick. Now, that's it ; I 
told you that my hands hurt If you squeal like that, 
you'll bring the police here. Eh, you don't want to 
see the police, do you, Sedgwick ? '* 

** Just as little as your friend Laidlaw does. My 
God ! you've hands like a vice ; I'm black and blue." 

"A pretty combination. At Dartmoor I under- 
stand they favour browns. Come, Sedgwick. What 
an escape you had! Think, man; you might have 
hanged for me." 

" I'll do it yet You call yourself clever, don't you ? 
Well, we'll see. I've a card to play, my man, and it's 
a high one." 

'' Something out of your beat, eh ? Now, see here, 
Sedgwick. I'm going to send for a cab and drive you 
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to Margaret Street If you as much as open your 
mouth by the way, I'll give you in charge. I mean 
that You know me by this time, and when I mean 
a thing, it's done. Come along, now, and behave 
yourself. You shall earn a passage to South Africa 
from me if you are sensible." 

"A passage and a hundred to land with?" 
" Perhaps ; FU tell you when I have seen Laidlaw." 
They drove without another word to Margaret 
Street ; and, stopping there before a shabby house, 
Sedgwick admitted that it was their destination, and 
went up to the first floor with the ready confidence 
bred of familiarity. Here, in a poor bedroom rarely 
visited even by a transient gleam of sunshine, a room 
whose old mahogany bedstead and green rep armchair 
and thrice-cracked glass spoke of the dregs of auction 
sales, Murray found his friend, Hubert Laidlaw, once 
more. The two men met with a silent hand-grip 
which expressed a depth of emotion words could not 
fathom All that they had been, had done, had 
suffered together, gave place to this joy of knowing 
that the friend lived Even Sedgwick would not 
intrude at such a moment 

'' Say, West," he exclaimed in a burst of magnifi- 
cent generosity, " suppose I go and look at the furni- 
ture shops awhile? You two want to hobnob, I 
reckon. Don't you mind me» now." 

" We don't," said Murray, turning sharply ; " and 
R 
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we can't do without you, Sedgwick. Just sit down 
and make yourself comfortable while Mr. Laidlaw 
packs his trunks. The air of London does not agree 
with him, Sedgwick ; he needs a little foreign travel 
He's going out of town to-day, and you and I must 
see him off. I can write your cheque afterwards. Ofa» 
it's all right, my man. Don't stand there looking like 
a prize-fighter. You ought to know that my word's 
good enough by this time." 

Sedgwick edged a little way toward the door, and 
regarded both of them with a furtive glance ^diich 
flashed suspicion from both his sunken eyes. It was 
a curious duel, and so the men understood it; for 
while Murray was racking his clever brains to save 
his friend, Sedgwick reminded himself that his 
weapons were already impotent, since Laidlaw's arrest 
must mean his own. Murray's promise perplexed him. 
He was already saying that if be got a hundred and 
fifty from him, he would get a like sum from Jessie 
Golding before the day was over. 

" I'll take your word right enough," he stammered 
at last ; " but youll sign the cheque before he goes. 
See here, West : once he's out in the street my hand's 
dead" 

"Exactly what I have told myself, Sec^pvick. 
When Mr. Laidlaw has left us, you will be of no more 
value to me than any rogue I might find at Dartmoor. 
Sit down, man, and wait Spare me the trouble of 
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teaching you another lesson in good manners. You 
are reaDy very dense, Sedgwick." 

Sedgwick sat down sullenly enough, and Murray 
took Laidlaw aside and gave him a few brief directions 
in a low voice. Greatly depressed in spirit, haggard 
and melancholy, the young man fltmg his clothes into 
a common trunk, and did not even take the trouble 
to lock it Once Sedgwick heard him say, "I dare 
not do it, Murray " ; and again, ** It's plain madness." 
But he went on methodically with his work, and pre* 
sently a four-wheeled cab was called, and he drove 
away. At this moment Sedgwick stood up in the 
btill/s attitude to protest violently ; but Murray just 
put a hand upon his arm, and he sank down again 
without a word. He had had his lesson, and would 
not take another. 

"Whafs it mean?" was the questioa "What's 
he up to. West ? The pair of you are mighty smart, 
but you don't fool me. Do you suppose a man Uke 
that rag doll is going to hide from me ? Well, I tell 
you he isn't I'll be on his doorstep before to-morrow 
morning — ^that is, unless you play me fair. If you call 
yourself a gentleman, give me a dieque. I have taken 
your word, which is more than many would do. Give 
me my cheque , and you shall see the last of me. It's 
a fair deal between us." 

Murray, having made quite sure that Laidlaw's 
cab had turned the comer into Tottenham Court 
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Road, came over from the window and took his hat 
from the crazy table. 

"What were you saying, Sedgwick ?** he asked 
with an assumed air of fine distractioa "I didn't 
quite catch it" 

'' I was saying that if you call yourself a gentleman, 
you'd give me my cheque." 

** I don't call myself anything so expensive. Alto- 
gether, Sedgwick, I think I would sooner be a man 
than what is commonly called a gentleman." 

" Do you mean to say that you are going to play 
me false ? " 

"Tut, tut! Listen to him. My dear Sedgwick, 
I am not I am going to the office of the Union 
Steamship Company to take you a ticket" 

"To hell with the ticket! I want two hundred 
pounds.'' 

" A passage to the Cape and a hundred when you 
land there — ^I think that was the arrangement ? You 
have a very poor memory, Sedgwick." 

Sedgwick's reply was a torrent of oaths whidi 
would have put a trooper to shame. In plain truth, 
he had been a blackmailer all his life ; but here were 
a man and a situation of which he could make nothing. 
The one card remaining to him was Jessie Golding. 
He could go to her and say, " Hubert Laidlaw -shot 
your brother, and Murray West stood by." But what 
she would pay for that particular piece of information 
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he could not imagine ; and, moreover, there was the 
personal risk to himself, in that, directly he played this 
card, Murray would certainly give him into custody. 
His sense of the delicacy of his position could be ex- 
pressed in no other way than by those strange ex- 
clamations which startled the dismal house and even 
arrested passers-by upon its threshold. 

" What are you ? " he shouted in hysterical defi- 
ance. " Where do you come from ? Shall I say you 
were a shoe-knot in Kansas country? You dirty 
nigger ! Oh, FU have it out of you ; Til have it out 
of your rotten bones, by I will" 

He raved on, irresolute and incoherent, while 
Murray leant against the door of the room and re- 
garded him more with pity than with anger. 

''Sedgwick,'' he said at last, ''you would have 
made a capital skipper of a nigger ship. I think a 
Iktle reflection will be good for you. If you come to 
me to-morrow morning — upon your knees, Sedgwick 
— I may still be willing to buy that passage for yoa 
For the present you are much safer here. You have 
an inspiriting outlook — ^upon a fried-fish shop and a 
pawnbroking establishment If you don't learn to 
control that evil tongue of yours, you will certainly 
visit the one and may be very glad to have credit at 
the other. I wish you good-morning, Sedgwick. If 
I bear your voice outside, I shall certainly send for a 
policeman.'' 
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He took the key from the lock with the words^ 
and as the burly man rushed upon him he flung him 
lightly back upon the table, the legs of which gave 
way so that Sedgwick fell heavily in a shower of 
splinters, and lay half stunned by the window. There 
Murray left him, and having advised the tailor upon 
the ground floor by no means to open the door until 
the gentleman above had recovered his temper, he 
hailed a passing cab and returned to his hotel 

Strange thoughts followed him. He knew that 
the day must be memorable in his life, for this after- 
noon Jessie would know the truth about her brother's 
death ; and here was the stranger thing — that the man 
who had killed him would tell her. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

THE IMAGE IN THE MIRROR. 

Upon the afternoon of the day when Murray found 
Hubert Laidlaw and carried him from Margaret Street 
to his hotel in Trafalgar Square, Jessie entertained 
her old school-fellow, now Mrs. " Nolly '* Baring, to 
lunch a(t the Savoy. Though flie month of July was 
nearly done, the Savoy Hotel did not lack clients, and 
its kaleidoscopic pictures were the settings of tragedies 
no less secret, and comedies no less amusing, than 
those which fed the chroniques scandaleuses at the 
fuller tide of the season. Here in dark comers by 
the restaurant, elderly gentlemen from the Law Courts 
tried to look eminently professional as they waited 
for lunch and consultation. Smart young men with 
triumphant collars adopted the fashionable bend as 
they inclined gracefully toward glittering showers of 
gauze and chiffon, in whose heart pretty faces might 
be detected, and eyes which needed little skill to read 
them. Newspaper proprietors, hungry and affable, 
discussed their schemes with timid contributors of 
prodigious appetite and insatiable expectation. All 
that little company, changing its outposts daily, yet 
remaining in substance the same from year's end to 
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year's end, passed to and fro before Jessie wliile she 
waited. The eminent K.C., who, if he came late, cer- 
tainly did not go away early ; stars from the Musical 
Comedy, about whom the planets of inanity revolved 
pathetically ; Lady Dicky this and Lady Harry that ; 
a judge ; an author — ^these were the centrepieces to 
which the va et vient added its asset of busy Ameri- 
cans, inquisitive, pushing, and full of life, who would 
lunch at the Savoy to-day, and dismiss Rome before 
the week was done. Jessie, however, was not inter- 
ested even by these. Had the question been put to 
her, she would have admitted that nothing had inter- 
ested her since she left Murray at Liverpool and 
embarked upon this strange journey. Friends she 
had in town ; the American Ambassador was her per- 
sonal friend ; there were women enough who had pur- 
chased " man " in the English market, and were now 
making the best of him in the highways of the world. 
But Jessie could not tell her story to such as these ; 
nor did she desire their confidence. Until Bernard 
Golding could reach London from New York she 
must stand alone, and her own wit must be both her 
confessor and her counsellor. The situation both per- 
plexed and pleased her; she preferred to be alone^ 
and yet sometimes was afraid of loneliness. 

Jessie, like most of her sisters, had but a modicum 
of that which is called sentiment A certain inde- 
pendence of spirit filtered for her, as it were, the 
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mawkish ideas which she had carried from the school* 
room to the boudoir. She would have laughed at the 
notion of what the romancers call " passionate afiFec- 
tion " — ^at least, she would have laughed three months 
ago. New York had taught her its lesson truly, and 
she had chaunted the hymeneal office with the most 
callous of the choristers. Through the valley of 
marriage she would attain to the sunny heights of 
notoriety and good times and ancestral seats and the 
surpassing joys of coronets. For ever and for ever, 
as the hymn-books have it, she would winter at '' Mon- 
tey^ and "spring" at the Hotel Ritz, and be seen 
at Buckingham Palace in June, and known at all the 
sporting parties in the gblden autumns of her bUss. 
Love, she said, was for kitchenmaids and the puppets 
of the noveUsts — Jessie had no friend who could tell 
her of such a folly as this ; and when her marriage 
with Lord Eastry had been arranged, she accepted 
it with a child-like belief in her destiny and the 
assurance that it was necessary — ^nay, indispensable 
to her happiness. How glad her friends had been I 
What congratulations had been showered upon her I 
For one memorable week the papers seemed to vie 
with one another in the presentation of her portrait 
Nothing in her life or in the life of Gerald, Baron 
Eastry, had been accounted sacred by these ferrets of 
the press; and Jessie remembered with a sigh the 
terrible headlines in those newspapers which exposed 
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Gerald's many amiable weaknesses. Moreovett she 
knew that her own feelings about this marriage had 
been entirely passive. The prospect of a great position 
dazzled and delighted her ; she foresaw herself ruling a 
great household, reigning in London, foremost in her 
set, one of America's chosen daughters ; and in spite 
of all, these things could dazzle her even now. She 
would ask herself why she proposed to give them up, 
and for whom ? When the answer was, ** To a man 
to whom you owe your life," a devil's advocate would 
whisper, ** Yes, but vanity was his motive ; and if he 
had not saved you, you would have been with the 
others in the boaft" In the same breath she would 
compel herself to admit that if Murray West's life 
had been an honest oti^ he would have told her more 
of it Like her sisters of the splendid four hundred 
she rarely read the newspapers ; and none had told 
her of the rumours now beginning to gather about his 
name. She was left to ask what possible reason could 
he have for hiding his story from the woman he 
wished to love? She knew nothing even of his 
means ; and while she had some reason to think that 
they were considerable, and money^as the least part 
of it, she feared at the same time that when she did 
know all, the truth would dismay her. Sometimes 
her own unquenchable humour would come to her 
assistance, and she would ask if girl were ever placed 
in such a quandary before-^a stranger in a strange 
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hotel ; a would-be bride waiting for a bridegroom who 
had not as yet sent her one line of greeting ; in love 
with a man — ^yes, she knew that she was in love— 
who had not the courage to ask her love in return. 
That, indeed, was droll, Jessie said ; and Gerald's 
silence was not the least embarrassing feature in a 
situation full of perplexities. 

Here was her breviary in the interval of waiting 
for her friend whom all the world called Mrs. Nolly 
Baring. A question at the office as she came up had 
failed to disclose the expected telegram from Lord 
Eastry. Jessie was almost ashamed to ask for tele- 
grams now ; yet when her friend was announced their 
first word was of telegrams. 

" Oh ! my dear, dear Jess ! Now, has he written ? 
Have you heard from him ? " 

" Oh, don't ask me, Connie. It makes me tired 
to think of it" 

She led the way to the restaurant, and they sat 
apart at a Uttle table on the balcony. Mrs. Nolly Bar- 
ing was Jessie's one intimate friend in all London — 
a witty, shrewd daughter of Boston, married four years 
ago to Oliver Baring, the Privy Councillor, and since 
that time the centre of a set not less notorious for its 
war with ancient covenants than for its creation of 
new. Mrs. Nolly was garbed in a gown which caused 
heads to turn even in the Savoy. Her laugh had a 
musical cadence, high and hard ; her eyes were grey, 
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and wonderfully keen in their perception of the 
enemy's defidendes. One swift glance told her 
exactly who was lundiing at the Savoy and who was 
not; the waiters followed her meekly in an atmo- 
sphere redolent of musk and violets. 

'' So your father is coming to-morrow, Jess/' she 
began leisurely, and then remarked. ''Well» that's 
good news, any way." 

''Yes," said Jessie with a sigh; "I suppose it's 
that, dean He thinks I'm with Gerald, and so he 
won't worry. I wonder what he would say if I cabled 
the whole story — ^not a word from my boy, not a word 
from anyone ? Isn't it just like a play ? I told Gerald 
so when I wrote to him yesterday." 

"Oh! So you did write to him ? " 

'' Yes, and tore the letter up. I always write when 
I feel things. It does me good to put down every- 
thing I should like to say. I told Gerald yesterday 
just what I thought about him for not being in London 
when I arrived Oh, Connie, you don't know what a 
temper I have when things go wrong. I feel as if I 
must do something mad — shout, cry, hurt myself or 
anybody. Then it goes with a rush, and I am as 
serenely calm as the angels." 

" Are they serenely calm, my dear ? I don't know 
much about thea Our country must have changed 
if an}^hing serenely calm can come out of it Do you 
remember Doctor Penfold, in Boston, who used to 
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preach on Sunday about holy peace, and hustle all 
over the town on Monday like a college boy? We 
were not made for pastoral scenes, Jess. Noll says 
I am never happy if I am in the same place for two 
weeks together. I know it is true ; I want to move, 
move, move all the time. I want to see people — ^bts 
of them ; to know exactly what Paris is doing, and 
London is doing, and Homburg is doing. A country 
house party dres me in three days. I begin to fade 
away into an ethereal nothing, which Noll says is 
the blessed state of the heathen out East So, you 
see, my Paradise b assured ; and, if you don't mind, 
I will drink some still Moselle." 

Jessie had forgotten the wine, and she hastened 
to send the waiter for it When their glasses were 
filled and a few remarks about their neighbours had 
amused them, they returned to the inevitable topic 

''When did you last hear from Gerald.^ Surely 
you had a telegram on the' steamer ? He must have 
told you exactly what he was going to do, dear." 

Jessie admitted that he had done so. 

''Yes," she said; "he did send me a telegram, 
Connie, but I cannot remember where it came from 
My father was in London then, and I was to come 
straight to him at this hoteL The last letter I had 
from Gerald was written from the Ritz Hotel at Paria 
He did write such nonsense, I don't remember half 
of it For one thing he said that he had been on his 
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motor-car in Spain, and that all the people there 
thought he was very Uke the German Emperor. It 
seemed to please him. The time before it was the 
Czar. Just like a man, isn't it ? And oh I the vanity 
of the species, Connie — the vanity ! " 

'' My dear Jess, men would be very duD creatures 
if they were not vain. That is the superiority of the 
sex. Do you dxink Eve would have escaped from the 
Garden of Eden if Adam had not had a good opinion 
of himself? I rather like Gerald's conceit He is 
plainly dissatisfied with the ego as it is, and reflects 
upon the ego as it might be. I see great possibilities 
in the husband. You will attach him to your apron 
strings with a rope of pearls. The ego to which he 
will now transfer his imagination will be his pretty 
wife, whose portrait is in the illustrated papers. She 
is going to redecorate Monkton Castle, and he will 
say, ' My wife did it' For ^ some months to come I 
prophesy that this obedient young man will be show- 
ing his treastu-e to all the country. ' Oh, my wife is 
so clever, you know.' 'Yes, Jessie drives splendid 
horses, doesn't she i ' ' She can ride too — why, yes.' 
' I am just going over to Paris to buy her a new car, 
white and red and something dainty.' ' She's a great 
athlete.' 'Oh, yes; they can't dress Uke her, can 
they ? ' That is what I hear the obedient one saying, 
Jess, and I envy you— -of course I do. You are be- 
ginning at the beginning, and there's the fua If I 
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had Monkton, I should furnish it and unfumish it 
every three months to keep myself amused" 

Mrs. Nolly ended her tirade with a stately sweep 
of her tortoiseshell glass, and having satisfied herself 
that she was the cynosure of many eyes, she pressed 
a new question upon Jessie and insisted upon an 
answer* 

"How many telegrams have you sent to Gerald 
since you landed at Liverpool ? " 

" How many ? Why, do you think I have nothing 
to do but to cable a man who keeps away from me ? " 

''Absurd, my dear! As if any man could keep 
away from Jessie. There is some mistake. Either 
he has not received your cable or he is on his yacht 
I mean to find out which, before the day is over. The 
situation is becoming ridiculous, and you must be 
saved from it, Jessie." 

"Poor Uttle me! As if it mattered. Do you 
really suppose I am so very anxious to marry 
Gendd ? " 

" My dear, you are not allowed any reflection in 
the matter. A woman who reflects is lost" 

" Why is she lost, Connie ? She might think that 
she were saved?" 

" Saved ? What a heresy ! Saved from Monkton 
Castle and a family which carried bows for the Con- 
queror ? I forbid you to talk nonsense, Jessie. You 
know perfectly well that there is not a woman in New 




272 RED MORNt 

York who does not envy yoo. And are you just? 
Gerald is probably racing across Europe at this very 
moment — special trains, special steamers, hustle every- 
where — ^to arrive. Oh, I know it's vexing, but we 
are going to make it better. I shall take you down 
to Fenton Court to-day, and we will go to Ascot 
together. You need change, excitement, chatter. I 
should mope to death in this great hotel, and I am 
sure you are doing it Just tell the maid to pack 
your bag and come off right now. I will leave a letter 
for Mr. Golding, and you can send rotmd to Gerald's 
chambers and tell him what you have done." 

Jessie shook her head 

" It's very kind of you, Connie, but I am a fixture. 
I could not let my father come here and find me gone. 
I want to see him so much, and I'm sure he wants 
me badly. Do you know, Connie, that if Gerald sent 
for me now, I don't believe I should go to him. It 
is not a pretence, really. If a man cared for a girl 
be would not run away to Paris or to Homburg 
directly they told him she was dead. No, he would 
not do that; but, you see, Gerald has done it I 
wrote to him yesterday and told him I should never 
many him. The letter's in my waste-paper basket 
how, but I wish I had sent it" 

•"You don't wish anything of the kind, Jessie: 
Such a wish would be a libel upon our sex, Wha^ 
turn yoiu: back on Monkton because a yacht is not as 
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fast as a fire-engine ? You silly girl, you haven't the 
least idea what you are saying." 

Jessie sank back a little wearily into her chair and 
admitted that this was true. 

" How could I have ? " she protested " Why, I 
have lived a whole lifetime since I left New York. 
Do you know, Connie, that when I wake up at night 
now I often think that I am still on the sea. It all 
comes back to me just as though I must go throtigh 
it every day as long as I live. I shall never forget 
those hours or the man who lived through them with 
me. Yes, he was a man, I know it, and when a 
woman makes up her mind about anyone, Connie, she 
doesn't easily change it Murray West is the truest 
gentleman I have ever known. Don't pout at me. I 
shall never see him again." 

" And a good thing too. When we begin to let 
this kind of sentiment guide us, Jess, we are done for. 
Oh, I know the story — ^you needn't repeat it He was 
the hero in wolves' clothing. He stood by you, vowed 
to protect you, and then made love to you. Such is 
the common course which this kind of animal pursues. 
Time and circumstance give him a halo and a martyr's 
shrine. It is so different when we come to reality, 
and the old ways are taken up. I think he was wise 
to leave you at Liverpool, for such a man knows his 
own disadvantages in London. The comparisons 
begin; the rough diamonds are such poor things 
S 



274 ^^D MORN. 

when we see others. You will forget this man, Jess» 
and think no more of him. That is womanly wisdom, 
my dear ; the sagacity of a mature thirty. Did I say 
thirty ? Well, that's to you. The society papers still 
keep me in the twenties.'' 

She turned with a laugh to greet some woman of 
her acquaintance who passed by to a table near them, 
and thereafter, until the end of their meal, the 
presence of others forbade further pursuit of a subject 
so difficult. Not, indeed, until they separated at the 
head of the staircase could another word be spoken, 
and then it was but a brief one. 

" Now mind you send me a telegram^ dear," Mrs. 
Nolly whispered. ''I shall just be dying to hear 
where Gerald is." 

"I will tell him how anxious you were,** Jessie 
answered, kissing her on both cheeks. And so they 
parted, the one to her carriage with the smart roans, 
the other following the corridor towards her sitting- 
room. 

Jessie had spoken in jest when she promised to 
tell Gerald — ^indeed, her thoughts wexe far removed 
from Monkton Castle and its master, and were set 
upon a different subject altogether, when, at the comer 
of the corridor where she should have turned lo find 
her room, she suddenly perceived her own figure 
in the great looking-glass, and stood for a moment; 
as woman will, to be quite sure that her hat was 
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straight and her skirt well hung. Such an interesting 
employment occupied her when she first became aware 
that someone was watching her intently from the 
alcove by die fireplace ; and gradually, to her amaze- 
ment, this figure took definite shape in the glass, and 
she perceived the face of no other than Gerald, her 
-fianct^ whose amazement appeared to be no less than 
her owa So startled was she, so utterly surprised, 
that for an instant she had no will even to turn or to 
move from the spot, but making a great effovt at last, 
she cried, "Why, Gerald!" and ran to meet him 
gladly. 

But this was the surprising thix^ — ^that when she 
turned from the image in the mirror the corridor was 
full of strangers, and Gerald was not among them. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

CONFESSION. 

Jessie drew a great armchair up to the window of 
her sitting-room, and sat down for what she called a 
"square talk" with herself. Until five minutes ago 
nothing on earth would have persuaded her to admit 
that she was superstitious; and even now that the 
thing had happened, she tried in many ways to meet 
it by a natural process of ratiocination, which, how- 
ever, entirely failed to convince her. And so she sat, 
now laughing, now afraid ; but always conscious that 
she stood shoulder to shoulder with events, and that 
the end was near. 

Gerald there in the Savoy Hotel! It was too 
ridiculous to be worth' a grain of credence. Gerald, 
her fianct, whose passionate vows and ardent pro- 
testation had almost compelled her to believe that he 
loved her — ^that he should be in London and should 
avoid her! No, her pride could not stoop to that 
himiiliation. None the less, she was sure, quite sure, 
of that which she had seea The mirror showed her 
Gerald's face beyond the shadow of a doubt She 
had seen him cross the corridor and pause for a 
moment in the alcove by the staircase. He was but 
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little changed, she thought — a trifle paler, perhaps, 
and the shoulders rounder and more prominent ; but 
it was the same boyish countenance, the same vacant 
eyes, that inane glance which it had amused her to 
mimic in the days before she became engaged to him. 
Yes, she never could make so ridiculous a mistake, 
and the question of identity could not be further 
argued Gerald had been to the hotel, had seen her 
there, and had left her without a word. No weapon 
in the armoiuy of her logic could do battle with so 
plain an aifront It was final, unanswerable, she said ; 
and in the same breath her curiosity i»:evailed, and 
the desire to know and to understand became almost 
insupportable. 

Jessie was neither more nor less vain than her 
sisters, but her saving grace was common-sense, which 
she had inherited abundantly, and could rely upon 
even at such an hour as this. Given overmuch to 
passionate outbursts upon trifles, the really serious 
things of life often found her strangely calm and self- 
collected; and so it was upon that memorable day. 
A tempest of anger quickly gave place to a searching 
interrogation which put the pros and eons with a 
lawyer's skill and more than a lawyer's interest Her 
supposition that Gerald had seen her was, after all, 
but a supposition ; he might, for all she knew to the 
contrary, have been seeking her out at the very 
moment she accused him. Or agam, it was even 



378 RED MORN: 

possible that he did not yet know of her safety, and 
had been as alarmed and bewildered as she was, when 
he perceived her figure in the glass. Jessie laughed 
aloud when she said that Gerald had been frightened 
by a living ghost and had fled from it inccmtinently ; 
but, in that case, her idea was that he would speedity 
return, and that she might find herself face to face 
wkh him before the clock struck again. 

And if he came, what should she do ? 

Should she say, " Yes, I am ready, Gerald, I wish 
to be your wife '' ? Or should she tell the truth, the 
whole truth, and nothing but the truth ? — '* I do not 
love yoa I shall be unfaithful to myself if I marry 
yoa I have learned to love another.'' 

Here was a question that Jessie could not answer. 
It was her lot, as it appeared, to be surrounded by 
bewilderments. Murray was always in her thoughts, 
and yet of Murra/s life she knew little more than the 
first passer-by upon the Embankment without This 
strong, silent man touched her imagination as none 
she had ever known; won upon her admiration and 
awakened within her a new sense of her womanhood. 
But the mystery baffled her none the less, and put 
a curb upon her heart She did not believe that she 
would ever give herself to one who hid his past from 
her and forbade her to speak of it And yet she 
could not keep his image from her mind, and each 
hour — ^nay, each minute--created it anew and won 
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her worship for it The happiness of ;lI1 the years 
was Murra/s, to give or to withhold ; and if he failed 
her, then, indeed, might she abandon hope. Jessie 
understood this now, for the day of self-deoeption 
was for ever done with. 

She waited in the silent room listening to every 
footfall in the corridor, and fearing that any moment 
might bring Gerald to her door. The prospect before 
her windows — ^London's splendid river, the half- 
sunken barges, the black*hulled tugs, spire and 
steeple, the hurrying crowds upon the Embankment, 
Westminster in its golden haze, as holy ground apart, 
recalled to her the immensity and yet the loneliness 
of this great city which harboured her. To whom 
might she appeal ? Of whom »cek cotmsel or friend- 
ship? She determined at last to seek it of none. 
Her own independence should fight the battle for her 
and win the victory. She was an American, and 
afraid of nobody. Why should she fear? Why 
brood like any child over a morbid craving for mis- 
fortunes.' Jessie determined to be up and busy; 
and rising from her chair, she perceived for the first 
time that a letter and a telegram lay upon her table, 
and that they had been too long neglected $0 she 
took them up, and the envelope of the telegram was 
already torn, when the long-expected knock came, 
and she started as though surprised in a guilty act 
Gerald had come then ! He was in the hotel, after 
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alL The weird story of the glass was juist such a 
commonplace event as she had imagined it to be. 

She criedt '' Come in I " and for one instant touched 
her hair with her hand while she posed before the lox^ 
mirror and remarked the heightened colour of her 
cheeks and the brightness of her eyes. She was about 
to meet the man whose wife she had promised to be. 
No doubt he would meet her with one of those 
exhibitions of passionate ardour which he could com- 
mand so readily. Jessie trembled a little when she 
reflected that he would kiss her and hold her in a 
boyish embrace, defying her explanations and perhaps 
making them impossible. Not often in her young 
life had she been so completely at a loss or so entirely 
robbed of her self-possession; nor had she the re- 
motest idea of ihat which she would say to Gerald. 

" Oh, come in — come in ! I am here What are 
yon waiting for ? " 

The door opened inch by inch with aggravating 
slowness. A pale, freckled face appeared in the 
shadows; blinking eyes stared upon the threshold, 
but appeared to lack all volition. Jessie regarded the 
apparition with wonder. She recognised die face and 
the figure; but surprise — and, it may be, annoyance 
— ^robbed her for a moment of words. 

" Who are you ? What are you doing here ? " 

Laidlaw — for it was he — advanced a little way into 
the room, and then halted as though afraid of the 
temerity which had carried him so far. 
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" Hubert Laidlaw," he began to stammer presently. 
" I was on the steamer — ^Murray West's friend Don*t 
you remember ? " 

His hand trembled while he spoke; his eyes 
shifted furtively as though he were seeking a way of 
escape. Jessie was half afraid that he had lost his 
reason ; but she had recovered her self-possession by 
this time, and the idea that this intruder carried a 
message from Murray was by no means displeasing 
to her. 

''Oh, yes» of course/' she exclaimed brightly. 

" We used to call you the ' Lamb ' — ^that is to say 

But I ought not to have told you. Won't you sit 
down, Mr. Laidlaw i How very stupid of me ! " 

She was laughing and acting all in a breath, and 
while his strange manner and halting speedi per- 
plexed her greatly, she concealed her apprehensions 
and tried to divert him. 

"I'm real pleased that you came," she ran on. 
"It seems like a brighter chapter to that dreadful 
story. Just think of it ! All those poor people lost, 
and they were friends of ours, and we talked with 
them and walked with them every day. You must 
tell me all about yourself — what happened — where 
were you ? I'm just dying to know." 

Laidlaw, watching her with feverish eyes, took 
heart at the trend of conversation, and spoke out 
with a little more confidence. He had come to that 
room to speak the word which would bring Jessie to 
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Murray's heart ; but his courage ebbed minute by 
minute, and he war telling himself already that the 
word had better remain unspoken. 

"I wanted to look in, hearing you were about," 
he began clumsily enough. '' Murray said he thought 
I might call" 

"Murray — Mr. West? Did he send you, then? 
I didn't know that he was in London/' 

" Oh, but he is, though. He's at — ^well, perhaps 
I oughtn't to tell you where he is." 

•' Indeed ! And why not, Mr. Laidlaw ? " 
Her quick eyes ttuned upon him a little anxiously. 
He had not meant to take such a faux fias, and now 
that it was taken his habit of cunning compelled him 
to retrace it with a he. 

" Oh, it doesn't matter much, anyway. Murra/s 
at the Mitropole, you know." 

" That's the hotel just by Charing Cross, isn't it ? " 
"Yes, just so— the big one next door to the 
Victoria Lucky chap, wasn't he, to be saved like 
that I had a hell of ar— no, I mustn't say that I 
mean it was pretty rough on me, for I jumped when 
the steamer was going down, and the second engineer 
he jumped with me. You see, a woman dropped a 
lifebuoy close by, and I got hold of it." 

** Brave of you, Mr. Laidlaw— quite brave ! " 
" You mean I shouldn't have taken k. Well, per- 
haps not ; but when a man sees the water about his 
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1 feet he doesn't always know what he is doing. I 

^ don't say that I'm a hero, because Tm not. We're 

made different, eh; and some of us are brave and 

j some are the other thing, and there you have it I 

tell you I don't want to go on a steamer again as long 

i as I live, and that's all about it We were eight hours 

in the water, and only picked up by an off-chance. 

I didn't get any life into me for three days afterwards, 

and even now I'm not what I used to be." 

Jessie was not touched by the recital o!f this 
1' calamity, nor would she go so far as to express a pity 

I she did not feeL Talk of Murray had carried her 

f back to the day when this youth had been called 

Murray West's "lamb," and sympathy had been 
showered upon him because of his childish simplicity. 
How differently time had written that story out ! The 
" Rogue " had justified himself indeed ; but this pale- 
faced, stammering boy, what had time to say for him ? 
" You call yourself unfortunate, Mr. Laidlaw," she 
said at last ; " and remember all the poor souls who 
perished that dreadful night Of course, we can't 
forget it — ^none of us ever will For my part I don't 
want to forget it ; I'm just asking all the time why 
Providence chose me — ^just insignificant little me. 
Have you asked yourself that ? I'm sure you haven't, 
or you would speak differently." 

" Oh, it's all the odds — ^I don't believe in anything 
else. Nature, or whatever you call it, tosses us up in 
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a box and pitches out the first that comes. It doesn't 
matter a straw who you are or what you've done ; it's 
all the same in the long run. Here am I alive, and 
better men dead. Well, it's luck ; Fm not going into 
hysterics about it" 

" There is no need to. If you don't feel Goodness 
and Providence all about you, I don't see why you 
want to Uve. Mr. West didn't send you to me to 
say that, I know. He's a good man, and I can esteem 
him for being so." 

" You're right to do that Murray's a good sort ; 
I don't know a better. They told all sort of lies about 
him down in Jackson City, but, you see, he was always 
a bit standoffish, and that upset them. He came out 
with clean hands, did Murray West, and that's more 
than I did. I am an unlucky one. Miss Golding. Just 
a knot in a shoe-string, and you can't untie me. I 
have been unlucky all my life, and I don't suppose 
times are going to change. Perhaps I'd have done 
better not to have picked up that lifebuoy — ^I dunna 
This old riddle they call life hasn't got any answer 
so far as I can make out; you go on guessing all 
the time, and you never get there. If I'd been bom 
anything else but a parson's son, it might have been 
different Parsons' sons always go to the devil — can't 
say why, but I know they do. They put off the old 
man, you know, as the Scriptures say, and take up 
with the young woman. I was the third of six down 
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Essex way, and all the education I got was three years 
at a charity grammar school Then the old man sold 
the church bells or something, and sent me out to 
America. He called that doing his duty by me, and 
I landed in New York with live pounds and a tobacco 
pouch. America's a pretty tough place for a young- 
ster, anyway, and so I found out before I'd been there 
a month. I tell you straight, Miss Golding, though I 
was a parson's son, I have swept floors and blacked 
boots for a living before now. When I got down 
south, the sim put a bit of life into me, and I bucked 
up and made a new start I could always ride a bit, 
for my governor had the run of Lord Beecher's hacks 
at home, and riding was about the only thing I had to 
do. When they found I wasn't a tenderfoot they took 
to me right enough, and down in Jackson City I struck 
Murray West and did him a service. You would not 
think — would you, when you look at me ? — but I saved 
Murray's life — ^that was down in Tennessee, where he 
got thrown in a corral with a she-devil of a colt on 
the top of him, and I was the only man who'd go in 
and fetch him out I was always fond of horses, don't 
you know, and it didn't seem anything to me. There 
he was, with the mare biting at him just like an angry 
woman, and not one of the chaps would stir. I pulled 
a stake out of the ground and got the mare on it when 
she reared up to strike him. We were pals after that, 
and, of course, we stood by each other just as we shall 
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stand by each other now. You won't believe anything 
you hear about Murray West, will you ? That's what 
I wanted to say. I came hexe to tell you as much 
to-day, though it is a liberty." 

Jessie, in truth, had been debating the object of 
his visit ever since he entered the room, and this 
lengthy confession did not enlighten her. Just as he 
had convinced himself word by word that it would be 
dangerous to obey Murray's command and to make 
a clean breast of it, so now his. clumsy avowals had 
but this effect — ^that they set Jessie's mind asking; 
'' Has he come to speak for Murray ? " The two men 
had parted upon a clear understanding. " Go to her,** 
Murray had said, " and tell her that it was by your 
hand her brother fell Claim her fcMrgiveness in my 
name. Say that it is the first and last request I have 
to make to her. She will refuse me nothing. You 
are quite safe, Hubert" And this confidence had sent 
this derelict of a tragedy to the Savoy. Something 
in Jessie's manner repelled him, however. He did not 
believe that Murray had judged her rightly; and 
remembering Bernard Golding^s terrible grief for his 
son, his anger against the assassin, and the reward he 
had offered for his capture, LaidlaVs resolution oozed 
away, until he was as firmly determined not to con- 
fess as erstwhile he had been ready to tell all 

Jessie, on her part, found her interest awakened 
to an extraordinary degree. Her questions wexe 
subtle and penetrating. 
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" You were with Mr. West for some years in Ten- 
nessee ? '' she exclaimed after a pause. " Then you 
must have known him very well* Mr. Laidlaw. Of 
course, you did, or you would not speak like this.'* 

Laidlaw took up the challenge instandy, and it 
was with reUrf that he found her more willing to speak 
of Murray than of himself. 

" Yesy" he rejoined ; " I suppose I may say that I 
knew him pretty well He never spoke much about 
himself, and who or what he was in England I really 
do not know. I did hear once that he had been in 
the cavalry, and had to clear out because he was stone 
broke. We used to call him 'My lord' in Jackson 
City, because of the fine airs he gave himself. I think 
his father went smash in England, and that's why he 
dropped his right name. We lived together on Col- 
man's Ranch in Tennessee for nearly three years. I 
think he paid a bit for his board and took the rest out 
managing the horses. He's a rare good shot, Miss 
Golding. I never saw a better man at flying game in 
my life; and as for riding, I believe he could sit an 
ostrich. We chummed together on the fann, and he 
tried to make me take an interest in the things he 
liked. Now and then he'd have a case of books out 
from England, and we read them ; but I've no head 
for that sort of stu£F, and a precious lot of good it did 
me. When I left him he was going out West on a 
mining job ; but I went up to Jackson City and tried 
to run a store there. When Murray came back he 
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found me dead broke and the store sold up. He'd 
a good deal of money at that time, and he traded in 
horses on his own account Perhaps he'd have settled 
down there and married if something hadn't happened 
to bring him to England. I hear he is coming into a 
pot of money, though I don't know whether it is true. 
Perhaps he has told you something about it ? ** 

Jessie shook her head. She was trying to gather 
up the threads of this tangled story, and to weave 
them into a consequent narrative. For the trivialities 
of Murray's life she cared but little; the essential 
facts of it alone interested her. And to this interest 
was added the recurring question, "Why had this 
young man sought her out ? " 

" You say that Mr. West might have married ? " 
she suggested with an obvious purpose. "Had he 
many friends, then, in Jackson City ? " 

" Oh; all the girls swore by him, you know. They 
like a man they can't imderstand. He was about the 
only gentleman in the place ; and if he'd have lifted 
his little finger, the best girl there would have married 
him. I used to chaff him about it sometimes ; but he 
is not a man you can have a joke with. When the 
trouble came •" 

" What trouble are you speaking of, Mr. Laidlaw ? 
Your own, or Mr. West's ? " 

Laidlaw looked up at her sharply, and found her 
blue eyes set upon him in a new anxiety. His elo- 
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quence withered before her glance, and he b^;an to 
stammer agaia 

"* OhI I mean-Hvell, of course, when he began to 
be unpopular there. They did not like his standoffish- 
ness, you know, as I told you, and the men were 
pretty sick because he cut them out. That's all I 
mean to say. What made you think it was anything 
else?" 

Jessie was silent for a little while, but when she 
spoke again it was to ask him the very last question 
he had wished to hear. 

" If you lived in Jackson City," she remarked with 
some emphasis, "you must have known my brother 
Lionel Is that not so ? " 

" Yes," he stammered, averting his eyes ; " I knew 
your brother, Miss Golding." 

''Were you in Jackson City at the time of his 
death?" 

The face was still averted, the hands fingered the 
brim of the hat nervously. 

" Yes— 4hat is, I was living there, you know, but 
not in the place at the time." 

^ Then you can tell me why they connected Mr* 
West's name with my brother's ? " 

** Yes» I Imow that, but, you see, Murray was fifty 
miles away when it happened. He didn't know any- 
thing about it, I will take my oath. If people talked, 
it was because he and your brother Lionel never hit 
T 
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k off together. There was nothing else, believe me; 
Muira/s too good a chap to hurt anyone." 

Jessie sighed, but said nothing. She wondered 
why she had listened to such a tissue oi lies with such 
patience; Murray himself had told her that Lionel 
had died in his arms. What object, then was served 
by these flagrant mitruths? Had Murray sent his 
friend here to be the agent of his mendacities ? She 
determined to hear no more, and rising from her 
chair she held out her hand to Laidlaw. 

"Mr. West has found an interesting advocate** 
she said a little coldly. " I shall not forget what you 
have said. My brother Lionel's death has been the 
great grief of my life. Some day, Mr. Laidlaw, I shall 
know the truth. When I do so, the man whom that 
truth concerns had better keep far away from me." 

Laidlaw was very frightened, but he did not lose 
his self-possession. 

'* Yes, yes*^ he exclaimed. " Of course, I under* 
stand, and I will^tell Murray. I see you are busy now; 
so I must be getting back. It has been pleasant to 
talk to you and say all I know. West's always mum 
about himself. It takes people a long time to find out 
what he's worth.*' 

" I found that out long ago,** retorted Jessie, turn- 
ing her back ; and so tiiey parted. « 

It had been nearly four o'clock in the afternoon 
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when Laidlaw entered her room ; it was five when he 
left it Mystified as Jessie was by his visit, utterly 
unable to make anything of it, her thoughts reverted 
naturally to the scene which had preceded it, and to 
her interview with Mrs. Nolly. There, in her hand, 
was the telegram she had taken up at the moment of 
LaidlaVs intrusion. Jessie opened the telegram in- 
differently, hardly conscious of that which she did 
When she set it down her cheeks were crimsod, and 
the hand which held the paper trembled. 

'* Am at Holly Lodge, Whitchurch, and unable to 
get to you. Expect you to-night Love. Gerald.** 

This, then, was the message so long delayed — -this 
the summons she had so greatly dreaded '' Unable 
to get to yoa" How simple the story was ! And her 
shaken nerves had shaped the image for her, and 
imagination had done the rest, and Gerald was waiting 
for her all the time. To-day, for the first time, 
perhaps, he knew of her safety. Jessie admitted that 
she had wofuUy misjudged him, and, driven by Che 
doubt and a new sense of her own loneliness^ she 
determined, upon an impulse^ to visit Whitchurch, and 
there learn the best or tiie worst So much she owed 
to the man whom the world called her k>ver, that she 
should go to him and say, "It cannot be — ^I love 
another." 




CHAPTER XIX. 

THE WOMAM AND THE RING. 

She held to this resohition, despite an inner con^ 
sdousness of its possible results. Face to face with 
Gerald, she might be unable to resist the turn of 
circumstance ; and she foresaw that her own unstable 
intentions might prove weaker than her fmicSs 
insistence. That Gerald would wish their marriage to 
take place immediately was plain to her from the 
first ; and feeling uncertain, harassed, and alone, she 
would not deny that marriage might be a possible 
release from the grave doubts which troubled her. 
Her love for Murray became dumb before the renewed 
mystery of his life. She no longer believed him to 
be wholly earnest, and LaidlaVs confession but 
added to her sense of slight Why had he come to 
the Savoy Hotel at all if not to speak for his friend ? 
And if Murray needed an advocate, then it was true 
that some page of his life might not be read by her 
without shame, or turned by him without remorse. 
She was ready to do him justice ; in her heart there 
dwelt that deep womanly longing for love and sym- 
pathy which lies apart altc^ether from passion or 
the more vulgar emotions; but her pride rebelled 
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against neglect, and she could never forget that he 
had left her at the moment when she had most need 
of him. Jessie knew that she would never wholly 
obliterate Murra/s image from her memory ; but she 
had spirit enough to say that no man should humble 
her or win her love by silence. And in this spirit, 
defiant and full of purpose, she set out for Padding- 
ton and the Great Western Railway. 

She had no maid; her luggage was a hand-bag. 
Had she been schooled in England she might 
have feared to set out upon such an errand ; for she 
knew nothing of Gerald's present circumstances, nor 
of those who were with him at Pangboume. But 
scruples of that kind were entirely foreign to her 
nature ; and, remembering that she was going to the 
house of a man who claimed her for his wife, she 
went unhesitatingly and with not a little reUef. It 
was something, after all, to escape the bustle and 
clamour of London ; to leave the fret of the city far 
behind her, and to go out to the woods and rivers 
of this garden land of England which might hence- 
forth become her home. Jessie never disguised her 
love for England, nor her sense of its beauties. 
" Everything is so big in my country," she would say, 
" and we all live in public If a man builds a house, 
he doesn't fence it round so that no one shall see it, 
but he just invites the whole city up to stare through 
his windows and price the silver on his breakfast 
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table. Your country is all a garden. There are 
more flowers in Kent than in half America. We 
have great things» too. California is the most 
beautiful country on earth — but it's so far away ; and 
when one travels in Eastern America, why, it's just 
flat, flat, flat all the way. I like England because one 
can be alone, and you can't do that in America, unless 
you're a wild man." 

Jessie was very much alone that afternoon; but 
the hazard of her visit and its possible consequences 
made the journey a short one, and she had arrived, 
at Pangboume Station almost before she realised 
why she had come and what she had to da To the 
clerk at the Savoy she said, '^I am going down to 
Whitchurch in Oxford, to Lord Eastr/s house.. I 
may return to-night if there is a train; should my 
father come, please ask him to send me a telegram." 
But she left no other message, and confident that 
she would be able to return to London by the last 
train, she alighted at Pangboume and asked news of 
Lord Eastry. 

''Holly Cottage, at Whitchurch — how many 
blocks is that away ? " 

A polite and very spruce station-master, capti- 
vated immediately by so charming a questioner, con- 
fessed his ignorance of the American language, but 
volunteered information very readily. 

" I really don't understand you, miss. Were you 
speaking of Lord Eastr/s place ? " 
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" I was so, and, of course, Tm just stupid Can I 
walk up, or shall I want a carriage? '^ 

The station-master looked perplexed, and re- 
garded his interrogator with a new interest 

" Then you're not expected, miss. I haven't seen 
his Lordship's ' broom ' to-day — ^at least, not since he 
went up to town this morning." 

"Oh, my! Then he did go into the city this 
momii^ ? " 

"By the ten o'clock train, I believe. If you'll 
wait a minute, I'll ask the porter — I'm nearly sure 
of it, though." 

He beckoned a sour-faced porter who trundled a 
barrow with becoming leisure, and was not very sure 
about anything* 

"His Lardship ? Well, I dunno eggsackly, but 
I've a notion as I seed him in the comer of a first- 
class carridge. Leastways, if 'tweren't him, 'twere 
another just like him, and that's summat No, I 
ain't seed him this afternoon, and I kept my eyes 
open toa He allays gives me half-a-crown, do his 
Lardship." 

He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, 
and appeared to think that someone would take the 
hint and imitate this aristocratic generosity of which 
he made mention ; but Jessie was already arranging 
with the station-master for a trap, and the resources 
of Pai^boume had been fully explained to her. 

" They call it Whitchurch, miss ; but it's a long 
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way from being that — three good nules upon the 
Henley road, and nearer four from where we stand 
You'll do well to get a carriage from the Lion. 
TheyH drive you all right, for Mr. Belcher, the pro- 
prietor, he's a widower. I'd drive you myself in my 
pony-trap if it wasn't that I'm on duty here. Plea- 
sure and platforms don't go very well together. I 
assure you.'* 

Jessie thanked him with a glance which was like 
a match to a bundle of straw ; and very few minutes 
elapsed before she found herself by the side of a 
merry, red-faced man, who drove, in the fitness of 
things, a red-wheeled dog-cart and a chestnut mare. 
This bibulous individual, having cast upon her an 
approving eye, and tucked her up in an unnecessary 
rug, was good enough to explain what he knew of 
Lord Eastry. 

"His Lordship— do I know 'im? Well, some- 
what, young lady — somewhat Why, him and me 
came home from Epsom together only last Oaks, and 
precious dicky the pair of us was. Who drove the 
mare that night I really could not say. When I come 
to, I was half-way to Oxford, and his Lordshipi he 
was singing hymns in a ditch. They found the mare 
on the Common at Greys, standing just like a lamb, 
she was, and no more damage than a broken-lamp. 
Ay, miss; Providence is no teetotaler, you take my 
word for it There's good liquor upstairs and silver 
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taps. I tell the parson so when we meet, but bless 
you, parsons have no sense, not as much as my cow 
— and that's precious little." 

He chuckled at such a pretty notion, and went on 
to address the mare in those terms of endearment 
common to ostlers, so that she became in turn " my 
dear," " my pretty beauty," " vixen," and even ** she 
devil" Driving at a break-neck speed across the 
wooden bridge to Whitchurch, his eloquence took a 
new turn, when he reined in to point out to Jessie 
some of the beauties of reach and river and all that 
splendid woodland scene. 

"Yonder's Mapledurham," he said. ''Pretty 
place» ain't it ? They have good 'osses at that house 
between the trees there, and look like breeding 
winners. There's a Uttle place above bridge which 
might suit you, lady, if you are thinking of settling 
down here. We see a lot of your countrymen, and 
queer customers they are, I must say. Don't you 
believe what's written about Americans throwii^ 
their money away. I've been looking for a Yankee 
that did that for the last ten years, and I haven't 
come across him yet Why, two of 'em brought a 
motor-car into my yard the other day — a stinking 
bit o£ tin kettle — and they gave my man sixpence, 
they did. If it wasn't for their women folk, I 
wouldn't have 'em in the place ; but Lord, you can't 
resist the womea There was a bit of a girl, just 
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such another as you, stayed three wedcs with me in 
June, and I'm dashed if I know whether it was my 
house or hers at the end of it Observing that I'm 

a widower with four children, it do make a differ- 
ence, don't it? Why, for all that I can do^ them 
four babies might fall into the river thb very 
minute, and me be no wiser. A woman about the 
house is all the difference. What I say is that a man 
owes it to a good woman's memory not to bring 
another home for six months after she's dead and 
gone. But there — ^I suppose I am peculiar; at least, 
folks say I am." 

Jessie was not as responsive as she might have 
been ; and for that matter but a little pressure would 
have compelled her to admit that Mr. Belcher was 
exceedingly peculiar. The real truth was that the 
river's enchanting view claimed all her interest for 
the moment, and aided her to forget even HoUy 
Lodge and the mission upon which she was going. 
It was now ha^-past six of the summer's day, and 
the sun had begun to go down in a vast black doud 
which loomed up over the western hills. The gentle 
breeze of the forenoon had entirely died away, and 
there was in its place that monitory stillness of the 
atmosphere, broken by those fitful moaning gusts of 
wind, which betoken storm. While the river towards 
Reading peeped out in a mist of light, gold and 
crimson and entrancing, the great sweep towards 
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Goring lay back and distinct in the shadow of storm 
which enveloped it And thus the picture was one 
of contrasts ; upon the one side of the bridge a scene 
of summer's eventide, the lagging punt» oars plied 
with lazy hands» the anchored barge, the steaming 
launch; upon the other, men rowing their best to 
race the clouds and win a shelter. Swift as tempest 
ever is, this changing scene took the red-faced man 
entirely by surprise, and interrupted his bibulous 
reverie. 

'' Why, look at that, now," he ejaculated, while he 
whipped up the mare and put her at her best speed 
" Who'd have thought as the day was going down in 
thunder? We'll have it wet, miss, and plenty of it 
You ain't exactly waterproof, are you, now? Well, 
I have a couple of sacks, and they're better than 
nothing at all, as you'll find out presently." 

He exhorted the willing mare with new endear- 
ments and for a little while they sped along the road 
at a splendid speed. Out upon the hilltop the 
western sky presented a broader face to them, and 
they perceived its loi^ range of gold-capped cloud ; 
here shaped fantastically as a sea of giant billows; 
there hewed out in peak and mountain of unbroken 
blackness. All the forewarning gloom of tempest 
was in the air as they drove. The cattle ceased to 
graze, and gathered in restless groups beneath the 
shivering trees ; sheep halted stolidly, waiting for a 
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leader; fanners passing in their carts nodded their 
heads toward the west and said, "Ifs coming by- 
and-by." All things were falsely coloured or dis- 
torted weirdly against that curtain of darkness. 

Jessie cared little for the weather, and now that 
she had left the river, her thoughts turned more 
surely to Holly Lodge and its master. She had not 
paid much attention to the various surmises of the 
loquacious officials at the station; but here on the 
silent road she remembered them, and could ask her* 
self what they meant If Gerald had gone to 
London to-day, then the image in the mirror lost 
its odd mystery; but just as this solved one of 
her difficulties, so it emphasised another; for if 
Gerald were in town, how came she to receive a 
telegram from Whitchurch, or, again, why had he 
avoided her? And why were no questions asked 
by him at the bureau of the hotel? His message 
had been just such a declaration as she had ex- 
pected; but that line which said, "Unable to get 
to you," mystified her altogether. What did he 
mean by saying that he was unable to get to her 
when a porter had seen him in a train for London? 
She could make nothing of this maze of perplexities. 
Now that she was so near to her journey's end she 
might well ask if wisdom or folly had sent her forth ; 
and her calmer moments reminded her that this act 
tiiight be her farewell to Murray, the eloquent ex- 
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pression of her choice. And at this all her love for 
him, her sense of gratitude and womanly recognition, 
came to reproach her with new and pathetic doubts. 
She had no certain purpose, no sure will to guide 
her to a determined end ; but blindly, as a leaf blown 
by the wind, she drifted upon this stream of destiny, 
while minute by minute the journey drew to its end, 
the fateful hour approached, until Holly Lodge was 
at last discerned and the red-faced man uttered an 
exclamation of triumph. 

"We'll do it yet, lady," he said, with a new 
flourish of his whip and a " Bravo, old girl ! " to his 
willing mare. ''Yonder's the house. You'll be 
having your tea before the storm bursts. Don't you 
think about me now; it 'ud take a precious lot of 
water to harm me, leastwise when it ain't applied 
inside. I shall just get back comfortable in time for 
a bit of supper ; and there, I'm sure it's a pleasure to 
have you beside me. Next time you come Pangboume 
way you send a letter to Tom Belcher and I'll have 
the gig at the station — ^leastways, if his Lordship isn't 
there before me." 

He chuckled again at the delicate compliment, 
and being encouraged by her pretty expression of 
thanks, he made bold to ask another question. 

"You're no relation of his Lordship's, now? 
There ain't no likeness that I can see, if you wiU 
forgive my freedom. That's what I have been 
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asking myself all the way, ' Is she one of his Lord- 
ship's sisters?' and I have said 'No, she ainV 
That's what I have said." 

Jessie answered with a laugh. 
^ No, I am not his sister ; I am his fiancle.** 
"His what, miss? Excuse me, but I didn't 
exactly catch it" 

**His i^ancler repeated Jessie. "I am going to 
marry him, you know." 

Mr. Belcher pulled the willing mare back upon 
her haunches with such violence that he nearly flung 
his passenger from her seat 

" Say that again," he ejaculated ; " you are going 
to do what ? " 

** To marry him — perhaps," repUed Jessie, with a 
necessary qualification. 

For fully a minute the red-faced man sat without 
uttering a single word ; then with a low, mjrsterious 
laugh he touched up the mare and drove her almost 
at a gallop to the Lodge gates. 

" Ah ! " he said, as he helped her dowa " You'll 
have your bit of fun, now, won't you? Well, well, 
it is in the sex, and it do amuse the men to hear it 
Good-night, miss. It's been a pleasure to see your 
pretty face." 

** Won't you have a glass of wine or something ? " 
suggested Jessie a httle timidly, as she stood upon 
the grass by the cottage door ; and then, to encour- 
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age him. she added. 'Tm sure Lord Eastry would 
wish it" 

** I thank you. miss, but I'm better at home, and 
an inn do seem more familiar to me than a private 
house any day. Here's the rain coming, too. so I'll 
bide in the cart Give his Lordship my respects and 
say I've been before him this time. I wish you good- 
night, lady, and good luck to you." 

He waved a fat hand as he drove back rapidly 
toward Pangboume. and continued to do so until a 
turn of the lane hid her from his sight Not until 
the sound of wheels had quite died away did Jessie, 
her heart beating a little wildly and her nerves high- 
strung, push open the green gate of Holly Lodge 
and advance with some hesitation to its narrow porch. 
The cottage itself was wildly picturesque — 2l one- 
storeyed, straggling building, with honeysuckle run- 
ning in odorous boughs above its windows, and all 
that luxuriant foliage of lawn and garden which is 
the sure memorial to generations of dead gardeners. 
Situated upon a spur of the hills, the ground fell 
away toward the river at its rear; and here 
nestled a tidy orchard, wherein the fruitful trees 
were already bent with their burden, and the grass 
grew long and dank. A diminutive stable — ^a perfect 
match for this box of a place — stood in a line with 
the facade of the cottage ; and upon the left hand 
there grew a thicket of trees, whose heavy boughs 
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bent down towards the valley as though to cast their 
shadow even to the river's bank Such a haven 
remote from life and all that for which a man like 
Gerald might be eiq^ected to care, appeared to Jessie 
singularly ill-chosen, at least from the man's point of 
view. Not a sound came from the cottage ; no dog 
barked a welcome ; no smoke loomed above the old- 
time chimneys. Nevertheless, it was the very pink 
of perfection, and its windows, curtained with dimity, 
its smart white paint, the freshly trimmed borders of 
its flower beds, its lovely pafths and delightful lawns, 
were the surest witnesses to care and occupation. 

Jessie knocked timidly at the quaint green door, 
and then was almost sony she had done so, for the 
echoing sounds scared the pigeons from their cot 
and awakened watch-dogs in neighbouring cottages. 
No answer was vouchsafed from the house itself, 
however, and a full five minutes passed in this sus- 
pense, while the big drops Yyegan to fall from the 
lowering sky, and the whisper of the coming storm 
already made itself heard in the thicket 

A smart parlourmaid, who tied on her apron as 
she stood at the door, responded at last to repeated 
knocking; and, opening the door cautiously, as 
though afraid of beggars, she asked Jessie her 
business. 

"I want to see Lord Eastxy, please; I under- 
stand that he lives here.'' 
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The maid opened the door a little wider and 
looked at Jessie very curiously. 

" You've come from London^ I think, miss, haven't 
you ? " she asked a Uttle suspiciously. 

"Yes, yes»" said Jessie; "I am Miss Golding. 
Lord Eastiy sent me a telegram." 

The maid, still a Uttle doubtful, allowed Jessie 
to enter a narrow hall, at the end of which she 
espied a little conservatory well stocked with flower- 
ing plants and ablaze with colour. There was no 
sign of any occupant, however, and the maid con- 
tinued to be ambiguous, when she opened a neigh- 
bouring door and invited Jessie to enter. 

" I will tell them, miss," she said vaguely. " This 
is the drawing-room, if you will please to wait" 

It was an exquisite little room, furnished after 
the new fashion, with cosy comers in white, and a 
built-up fireplace, and a French paper of a delicious 
shade of azure. Cushions and armchairs occupied 
more than half the floor space ; and there were water- 
colour sketches upon the walls, and French china 
of undoubted value in the cabinets. Gerald's own 
tastes were to be discovered in a mtiltitude of queer 
old clocks ; clocks being the one hobby that he had 
ever found the energy to patronise. Pretty as the 
room was, however, Jessie detected that note of 
precision and midcUe-class method which is so charac- 
teristic of the suburbs and their society. Books 
U 
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upon the table stood in measured piles ; no cushion 
in all the room was displaced; the piano was shut 
and the music nicely arranged upon its lid Side by 
side with the rarest Sivres would be a two-penny- 
halfpenny cloisonn6 vase from a popular emporium ; 
the curtains were common and unworthy of the fur- 
niture. A French novel had been tucked away in 
the music rack, and a copy of a religious book placed 
conspicuously where every visitor could see it 

The woman's eye missed none of these clues as 
Jessie waited in the Uttle drawing-room and fell to 
wondering why she was there, and how she had 
persuaded herself to leave LondoxL A more chilling 
reception she could not imagine — ^the half -dark room» 
the interval, the silence of the house, the strange 
manner of the trim parlourmaid And where was 
Gerald? What was he doing? What had the tele- 
gram meant? Clearly he was not in the cottage; 
for had he been, the insult were the most marked 
and pointed Jessie could imagine. But she would 
not so much as contemplate it, and she tried to 
convince herself that he had been called away sud- 
denly, and that one of his relatives would receive 
her and explaixL Such a consolation, however, went 
but a little way, and Jessie became aware of a curious 
depression of spirits such as she had rarely known 
before — a sense of isolation, affront, and deliberate 
neglect, which galled her pride and left her de&ant 
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and well prepared for any eventuality. How 
different the welcome she had pictured to herself 
when she set out from Paddington! Gerald at the 
station, or, if not, then someone to receive her in his 
place; the mutual congratulations, the ardent ex- 
pression of his gladness. And the reality — this room 
and the dark, cold sky without, and the rain dripping 
upon the rose bushes, and the moaning winds of storm. 

If Gerald were not there at all! If she were 
waiting for some loquacious housekeeper who had 
been "down the garden" when she called— some 
substantial dame wakened from ''forty winks" to 
oflfer her master's apologies! Jessie began to think 
it must be that She would have returned without 
word or message but for the torrential rain which 
now burst upon road and garden, and went eddying 
down the gullies in rich brown streams ; and, more- 
over, since the red-faced man had doubtless made 
the best of his vfzy back to Pangboume, she must 
contemplate a four-mile walk through the downpour 
or remain where she was. Jessie determined to sit 
still ; at least the sleeping housekeeper would show 
her hospitality. 

Another quarter of an hour passed in this dismal 
speculatioa The rain-storm gathered strength 
every moment, the darkness deepened, when, with- 
out any warning, Jessie became aware that someone 
had entered the room and stood hidden by the screen 
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about its door. She rose to her feet at once and 
advanced a step, but the sudden flash of the electric 
light half-blinded her, and while she shielded her 
eyes from the glare a pleasant girlish voice greeted 
her and apologised for the delay. 

"You're Miss Golding, aren't you? Well, 
Gerald's in London, and I don't expect him back 
to-night." 

"You don't expect him back?" gasped Jessie. 
"But he sent me a telegram — ^he asked me to 



come." 



The girl nodded her head, while the suspicion 
of a smile appeared in her eyes. She was undoubt- 
edly handsome — ^a tall brunette, with clear-cut, almost 
Grecian features, and a crown of black hair brought 
round becomingly from her forehead until its ends 
were joined in a heavy " knob " upon her shotilders. 
In spite of her natural advantages, her shapely 
figure, the well-rounded arms, and the delicate con- 
tour of neck and shoulder, it was impossible wholly 
to admire her or to admit her charm without quali- 
ficatioa Jessie attributed this difficulty to the 
heightened and quite unnecessary artificiality of lips 
and eyes and cheeks, which were rouged and black- 
ened and powdered with little skill, and gave her 
a stamp of an exceedingly undesirable kind More- 
over, although she was alone in the cottage, she wore 
a " driving-out " costume, while her breast and fingers 
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were loaded with jewels, and she carried diamonds 
of considerable size in her ears. Had she met her 
anywhere else but in Gerald's house, Jessie would 
have named her for an actress from one of the 
"variety" theatres — ^perhaps a dancer, or at least 
a prominent figure in the company ; but, as it was» 
she knew not what to make of it And so the two 
stood face to face, and each lacked an idea to begin 
with. 

" I'm afraid you've had a very wet journey," the 
girl began presently. "You'll have a worse going 
back, and no cabs to be got I'm almost sorry you 
came now." 

Jessie's eyes opened wide in wonder and sur- 
prise. 

"But — ^but Gerald sent for me! Where is he? 
What does it mean? I don't understand things at 
all" 

The girl laughed a little insultingly. Making 
herself at her ease, she looked Jessie up and down 
with all the insolence she could command. 

" No, but you'll understand it presently," was her 
next remark. "You see, it wasn't Gerald's telegram 
at all — it was mine I wanted to see you, my dear ; I 
wanted to see the girl he was going to marry. Why 
shouldn't I if I want to? No, don't look like that — 
I don't care twopence, you know. Gerald will laugh 
when I tell him. He's got to laugh if I say so. Oh, 
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you are pretty enough, and rich, they say. Well, 
you've come too late. Look at that, you American 
beauty. He*s got something that's English, don't 
you know ; and she's going to stick to him through 
thick and thin." 

She held out her hand and showed the wedding 
ring, thick and heavy and conspicuous amid her 
jewels. Jessie did not ask a single question. She 
did not lose her dignity, but her flashily eyes, her 
face, white as marble in the glare of the light, drove 
the woman back ; and so in stately silence she left 
the house. 

His wife — the woman was his wife! 

Jessie believed that she would never foiget the 
shame of that hour until the end of her life. 




"she H6L0 OUT HER HAND AND SHOWED THE WEDDING RING,' 



CHAPTER XX. 

THE DERELICT. 

Jessie closed the garden gate behind her, and, with 
one defiant look at the house she had left, she set 
out quickly toward the river and the statioa Though 
the rain fell in a drenching torrent, and the wind 
blew shrill and cold, she was quite indifferent to 
her surroundings, and almost oblivious of them. 
The insult, surpassing all belief in its womanly vin- 
dictiveness, left her incapable of any resolution, and 
she had but one idea — ^to reach London as quickly 
as possible, and there to find her father and return 
to America with him. Of a passionate nature her- 
self, she contemplated a hundred acts which should 
avenge her and punish this cruel deed It was so 
like a woman, she said again and again — ^the petty 
spite, the cunning stratagem, and this shadow of a 
triumph. If she had any consolation, it was that 
her father would know how to deal with them, and 
that she might well leave the affair to him. For 
the rest, she asked herself if a girl had ever been 
placed in such a situation before— out upon a lonely 
road, driven from the house of the man she was to 
marry, wet and weary and hungry. Jessie could 
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almost laugh for the pity of it She had not the 
remotest idea where she would lay her head that 
night; the lonely road seemed interminable, the 
darkness was like a veil upon the land. She could 
scarcely see her hand before her face. 

It had been so fine a day when she left the Savoy 
Hotel that she had brought no cloak with her, and 
her dress was but a pretty, fragile, muslin gown, 
which the rain soaked and the mud stained until 
it quickly became unrecc^^nisable. The great French 
hat with the pink feather — one of those Murray had 
bought her at Liverpool — drooped more and more 
until it was like a drenched flower, and the wet 
coming through upon her flaxen hair, straightened 
out her curls and aided her to a sense of misery. 
Trudge, trudge, trudge upon the muddy path she 
went, sometimes counting her steps, sometimes lis- 
tening for any sound of steps behind her ; but alwa}^ 
longing for lights and voices and the shelter the 
bleak road denied her so pitilessly. Of those she 
passed, two were labourers with sacks upon their 
shoulders. They gave her a bluff good-night; but 
the darkness hid her figure from them, and they did 
not recognise her for a stranger to the place. A 
httle later on she nearly stumbled upon a hay- 
waggon, whose driver was asleep and would not 
wake until the light of some wayside " public " 
should beckon him to beer and the ingle. She 
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would have given much for the shelter of his hay» 
but she did not know how far it might be to Henley ; 
and she pushed on with failing courage and heavy 
heart, and tears gathering in her pretty eyes. Even 
the other woman had not meant to punish her so 
terribly. And for what was she punished ? For be- 
coming the betrothed of a man who thus had 
mourned her in a cottage remote with one who, it 
might be, had long been entitled to his protection 
and name. Jessie summoned all her resolution anew 
when she thought of this. Her step was lighter; 
her anger gave her strength. She would reach 
London if she died when she got there. 

It was veiy dark, so dark that she could not even 
see the trees which swayed and rustled above her. 
From time to time, through a gap of the blackthorn 
hedge, she beheld the western sky, heavy at its 
zenith with rolling cloud, but lighter upon its horizon 
in a great circle of wierd and golden-grey Ught which 
marked the river's path. The storm would pass 
anon, she said; and she thought that if the rain 
would but cease and the darkness lift, the way might 
be less dreadful^ and her own trouble but a little 
thing. In this new hope she walked yet another 
mile, until at a turn of the road she perceived sud- 
denly a great beam of crimson light flashing upon 
the path and heard the music of a smith's hammer. 
She had never heard a sound so sweet in all her life ; 
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there would be fire and warmth in that crazy cottage 
surely. Jessie almost ran to its door, and her sudden 
apparition before an astonished group was remem- 
bered for many a day at the forge by Greys. 

Jacob, the smith, aided by a very small boy, and 
watched by Bubble, the village wit, who was a rare 
man at what he called ''a supervision of labour," 
was, at the moment of Jessie's entrance, in the very 
act of forging the broken axle of a dog-cart, and 
explaining to Bubble the exact nature of the opera- 
tioa A man of much Scriptural knowledge and a 
light of a neighbouring conventicle, Jacob invariably 
salted his dialogues with many fine illustratioDs 
drawn from Holy Writ and the ** Pilgrim's Progress," 
the two volumes in his all-sufficient library ; and this 
he did to the rhythm of a lively hanmier and the 
play of immense brown arms. 

"There a job for you, Mr. Bubble — a better 
bit of work I never want to see. What sa3rs the 
Book? 'The seats of the mighty shall be cast 
down.* You'd look precious silly if you came down 
with the cart on top of you some Saturday nK)m2ng, 
wouldn't you, now? Ay, I'd answer for that — and 
market day, too. Just turn her about, lad, and show 
me the other cheek. I'll have a slap at it. Christian 
man that I am." 

lie raised his hammer, but it did not falL The 
figure upon the threshold, the white, wan face, the 
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sodden clothes, the clear musical voice, arrested the 
blow and found him staring with astonished eyes. 

"Can I shelter here from the stonn, please? I 
am so wet and tired Will you let me sit by your 
fire a little while ? " 

"Why, God bless me," cried Mr. Bubble, "if it 
isn't a lady! Oh dear, oh dear! What a plight you 
be in, too ! Do you walk in, lady, and make yourself 
comfortable. To think of anyone being out on a 
n^ht like this!" 

" ' And the waters rose up over the earth.' " said 
the smith, still gaping in amazement " Here, Billy, 
do you run off and tell your mother that there's a 
stranger within the gate — a youi^ lady in a rare 
pickle. Now, then, off you get, before I put my stick 
across your back." 

Billy ran away as fast as a lad's legs would carry 
him, while Jessie stood before the forge and spread 
her dripping garments to the blaze. Perhaps the 
humour of her situation appealed to her more than 
the pathos of it. She began to laugh quietly to her- 
self, and fell unconsciously into that native idiom of 
which Ei^land had almost robbed her. 

"I suppose you mean to fix me up," she said, 
while the smith worked the bellows to give her 
warmth, and Mr. Bubble eyed her with some little 
suspicion. " It's very good of you, and I shall not 
foi^t it' I'm from America, you know, and I'm 
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going back in a few days' time. You're the village 
blacksmith, are you not? Well, I've read about you 
in books, and I'm glad to have seen you. We 
haven't got any villages in America — they're all 
cities. This would be Smiths' City, out our way, and 
your friend there, he'd be the bar-keeper." 

"Madam," said Mr. Bubble, a httle nettled, "it 
is forty-two years since I entered a pubUc-house, 
thank God" 

The smith nodded his head, and would have 
chosen a text proper to the occasion, but as he 
could not remember one wholly apphcable, he turned 
the subject adroitly. 

" They pay big wages, I do hear, out your way, 
miss, and the labourer he's just as good a man as 
the squire. That's queer doctrine to my mind, for 
what's the good of equality on fourteen shillings a 
week? What would Bubble and me do in the 
squire's drawing-room if he asked us there? 'Sit 
thou at my right hand.' I tell ee, I should go hot 
and cold sill over. It's what you're bom to as makes 
a chap. I dare to say now as your father could buy 
the best house in this village and not deny himself 
particular. Well, and here you are, wet through like 
any village drab, and the rain no respecter of persons 
at all 'Tis a lesson, surely, and one you won't 
forget" 

"She'll forget it in an hour,'* interposed Bubble 
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a iittle acidly. " Give her a warm frock and a mwg 
of tea, and you try her. Youngs women have short 
memories. You get over the other side of the fire, 
Jack, for here's your missis coming." 

The smith, who wiekled the best hammer in 
Oxfordshire, skipped round the forge Uke a lamb ; 
he had no Scriptural injunction whatever for the slim, 
shrewish woman who now made her appearance in 
the smithy. This personage, scentii^ gold for her 
pains, took instant possession of Jessie and carried 
her off to a neighbouring cottage, with a salvo of 
derisive abase for the men, which left them speech- 
kss. 

" Here you. Bubble, you take yourself off before 
I do you a mischief. Hasn't that man of mine 
enough to do that he's to listen to your gibberish ? 
Out you get, and tell your poor wife I sent yoa She 
wouldn't have been three years on a sick bed if she'd 
had a man and not a monkey for a husband I've 
no patience with the pair of you. . . . Don't 
talk to me. . . , Standii^ there for all the world 
like a great booby, while this poor lady is perishing 
with the cold. Do you come with me, my dear, 
and 111 find you some of my darter's clothes. You're 
as alike as two pins, though I shouldn't be the one 
to say it 'Tis Providence that sent you to this 
house to-night" 

She hurried across the road, taking the oppor- 
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tunity to tdl Jessie that if she were not a little 
''sharp'' with Jacob, she could never manage him 
at all ; and so soon as they had entered her cottage, 
which proved to be the very perfection of neatness 
and good order, she insisted upon stripping the dereUct 
to the skin, and in dressing her anew in a series of 
garments of irreproachable cleanliness if hmnble 
quality. 

" My darter Jane, she was three years with the 
late Lord Wesley at Calthorpe, miss, and these be 
her clothes. She do think as she will marry at 
Michaelmas, and this be a sort of trussay. But 
young men's different to my time, and no girl's 
safe until the ring be on her finger. Just you put 
on that Ulac frock. You can give her another if 
harm come to it, I dessay. And it's a duty and a 
pleasure, I'm sure, to help a young lady like you that 
will be having a husband of your own some day." 

"^ I shall never have anything so dreadful, I hope," 
said Jessie, with a laugh. So far as she could see^ 
the lilac gown fitted her to perfection, and was far 
from unbecoming. The whole adventure b^^an, 
moreover, to interest her; and now that she was 
warm and diy, and the good woman set a steaming 
mug of tea, with honest slices of thick bread and 
butter before her, she could foiget the insult, and 
reflect only upon the story of it Gerald was married, 
thea The fact did not displease her. 
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" You are very kind to me," she repeated, sitting 
down at the table and eating with splendid appetite. 
" I did feel so miserable upon that dreadful road, and 
now Fm so hapi^. You must let me send your 
daughter a wedding present and something for you 
to remember me by. I am going back to London 
to-night, if I can, and I sail for America next week. 
But I shall write to you before I leave England, to 
tell you how I got on. I could never forg;et bow 
good you have been." 

Mrs. Jacob protested that it was a pleasure ; but 
she doubted Jessie's getting back to London that 
night 

" The last train goes at nine o'clock, and it will 
be ten before you walk into Pangboume, miss. You 
mustn't think about London to-night. Mr. Kii^ton, 
at the Dove, he'll look after you and make you com- 
fortable, I'm sure ; and that lazy man of mine shall 
go down with you if you're afraid of the road. Ifs 
a lonesome way, I must say, and queer characters 
about this harvest time." 

Jessie avowed that she was not a bit afraid, and 
the sharp-sighted woman, who foresaw that Jacob 
rather than herself might be the recipient of the 
stranger's bounty, acquies(xd in her desire to go 
alone. When they parted half-an-hour later, a five- 
pound note was safely stowed in Mrs. Jacob's 
reticule; but to Jacob she said that the lady had 
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left a " few shillings " for the " accommodation," and 
would write to*morrow. It was then a superb stunmer's 
night, with a full moon of harvest and a zenith of 
radiant stars ; and as Jessie set ofiF at a brisk walk 
toward the valley, quite a new sense of happiness 
accompanied her, and she seemed to be leaving behind 
some old way of life for an unknown but not an un- 
pleasant path. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

THE SPECIAL, AND AFTERWARDS. 

The rain was still glistening upon the windows of 
the carriages, the engine laboured in a cloud of white 
steam, when the last night train from Paddington 
steamed into Pangbourne station, and a solitary pas- 
senger stepped from a first-class carriage and looked 
about for any person willing to give him the assist- 
ance he needed Espying the spruce station-master 
of whom we have already made mention, the stranger 
addressed him at once in a question he had heard 
before that very afternoon. 

" To Holly Lodge, Lord Eastr/s place — ^how far, 
station-master ? " 

The station-master, pausing to swing his lantern 
three times in the air, whereby he signified that the 
train might proceed, laughed softly when he answered 
his interrogator. 

" Why, sir," said he, " Fve been asked that before 
to-day." 

The stranger nodded his head as though very 
satisfied with this response, and went on more con- 
fidently — 

" I am perfectly aware of it. You were asked by 

V 
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a young lady who arrived by the six o'clock train. 
She wore a grey dress and a big straw hat Am I 
a prophet after the event ? " 

The station-master had little acquaintance with 
prophets, anticipatory or meretricious, so he simply 
said — 

"I don't know about that, sir, but you're right 
about the lady. It was the six o'clock, and she did 
wear a straw hat A remarkably pretty face, sir. 
She's gone on to Holly Lodge with Mr. Belcher, of 
the Lion. I looked for her to catch the last train, 
but she missed it She won't be going to London 
now — ^not by our company's line, sir." 

Mturay West — ^for he was the stranger — ^buttoned 
a light cape about his shoulders and Ht a big cigar 
with the air of a man who knew quite well what 
he had to do, and was in no particular hurry to 
do it 

"You were going to tell me how far it was to 
Holly Lodge when I interrupted you," he suggested ; 
and then, before he could be answered, he added — 

" There are traps to be had, of course ? " 

The question and the possible profit of its answer 
raised the station-master's spirits considerably. 

"Why, now you've come to it," he rejoined 
pleasantly, "I do believe the only trap in Pang- 
bourne, except mine, has gone on the Henley road 
to-night It is a matter of nearly four mile to the 
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Lodge, and dirty walking, sir. If you think that you 
could manage my pony " 

** Manage him ? Is he a zebra, then ? Good 
Lord, man, if there's a pony in Oxfordshire I can't 
manage. Til give you hfty poimds. Please put him 
to at once. TU pay you for the damage ; and let me 
see — ^when is the next train to Chippenham ? " 

The station-master shook his head This was a 
more commonplace thing. 

"There is no train to Chippenham, sir, not this 
night They used to let us stop the mail to 
pick up passengers* but that's done with. You'll 
have to wait for the five o'clock from Paddington." 

Murray brushed aside the suggestion with kindly 
contempt 

*' My good man," he exclaimed, '' do I look like 
a person who waits for the five o'clock from Pad- 
dington? If you mean that I must order a special, 
say so at once, and let it be here in an hour's 
time." 

It is a very unusual thing for a special train to 
be ordered at so small a station as Pangboume ; but 
the spruce station-master was far too good a rail- 
way servant to express the least astonishment 

" Certainly," he said, just as though he had been 
asked for a box of matches. "I'll wire to Didcot 
this minute, sir. It'll cost you — ^but I don't suppose 
you care very much what it costs." 
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"Not a dime" said Murray. "Have the train 
in the siding when I come back. And now, if you 
please, for a glimpse of this wild animal of yours. 
What does he do— eh ? Kick — shy — ^bite ? A regular 
little Welsh devil who bolts like a hare, I suppose. 
Well, rU have to talk to him. Lead on." 

He strode from the station, impatience driving 
him as he walked, and the spruce station-master 
followed at his heel» trying to put a story together 
as he went The man was a little anxious about 
his pony, but he had already come to the conclusion 
that it was impossible to say "no" to this domi- 
neering and quite masterful personahty — and, after 
all, the damage would be paid for. 

"The pony's quiet enough, sir," he explained, 
while he led the way to the stable, and lit a lantern 
at its door. " It isn't no vice that I'm speaking of, 
but he's got a nasty habit of lying down in the middle 
of the road — and, you see, thaif s awkward, if you're 
pressed for time. Perhaps he won't do it to-night, 
since the weather's sharp." And then to his pony 
he said, " Up now, Bobby, up boy, here's a gentle- 
man come to go along with you." 

Five minutes passed in the process of hamessmg 
this creature of an amiable weakness, and three 
minutes more in the necessary directions. As Mur- 
ray drove off he cried back a suggestion to the 
station-master, and they parted with a laugh. 



THE SPECIAL, AND AFTERWARDS. 325 

" Look here, now. When this pony of )rours sits 
down, what do you do with him ? " 

" Oh ! I read a book, sir." 

" Ah ! want of firmness. Next time he does it, 
you sit on his head and read your book there. 
Imagine you are in a free library. He'll get up quick 
enough, I promise you." 

He gave the brute his head, and handling the 
reins like a master, they presently went swinging 
away together through the silent village street ; nor 
did the pony evince the smallest desire to sit and 
enjoy their superb environment as they clattered 
over the wooden bridge by Whitchurch, and so found 
themselves upon the road to Henley. Every other 
house that Murray passed was shuttered and light- 
less by this time. A few laggards in the village 
inn sat stolidly before their little brown jugs, or 
raised strident voices to condemn or applaud the 
government of the day ; but the night itself was 
cold and still, and the radiant moon-beams, searching 
hill and vale, meadow and thicket, washed out all 
traces of the storm and disclosed the whole sweet- 
ness of that woodland scene. So heavy had the 
downpour been that the gravel was washed away 
from the surface of the roads, and the tracks stood 
up in the moonlight as clear and distinct as a white 
path upon a southern hillside ; while the silence 
bewitched the traveller, and permitted him in its 
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intenrals to catch many a dulcet sound from afar, 
the barking of a watch-dog, the chime of bells, or 
the muted railway whistle. The river itself lay 
like a golden thread at the valley's heart, with the 
tall poplars for so many sleepy sentinels to guard 
its moonlight waters, and the fleck of moving l^hts 
from launch or house-boat dancing like human fire- 
flies upon its breast No breath of wind stirred the 
lazy trees; there was no doud in all the zenith. 
Truly a night for dreams and reveries, when a man 
may lift his eyes to the heavens and ask, in all 
reverence, of their secrets. Murray would have 
chosen no better night for the task he had to do. 

He suffered the pony to walk up the hill, and 
for the first time since he had left London he asked 
himself whither the road was leading him, and why. 
Full well he knew the gravity of the issues, and how 
closely his happiness lay bound up with them. To- 
night, indeed, would give him all or nothing — ^would 
be the beginning of a new day, or the end of his 
dreams. There upon that Henley road he must find 
the one human being who held the key of these 
riddles, who could unlock the gate of happy years 
to him and bid him forget Little Jessie — he must 
find her to-night, for he knew what the day had 
cost her in shame, in insult, and perhaps in actual 
suffering ; and she had need of him, he said, and no 
house should shelter him unless it sheltered Jessie 
also. 
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This was his watchword, this ceaseless desire for 
the woman he loved, for the sweetness of her voice, 
and the touch of her hand ; and yet a certain content 
and sense of rest went with him upon his journey, 
and he carried himself as one who knew how near 
to success he stood, and how small the probability 
was that success could be wrested from him now. 

Every object that he espied in the distance, a 
bush, a shadow, the black shape of a house, could 
make him start and rein the pony in. It was Jessie 
— ^it was not The night deceived him, and he was 
over-anxious and weary ; and still he knew that she 
must be upon the road, or even at Holly Lodge, still 
ignorant of the truth. The infamy of the telegram 
and the womanly spite which despatched it, moved 
Murray less than the thought of Jessie's distress. 
That there is no limit to the petty vindictiveness of 
a jealous woman he was well aware ; but that Jessie, 
his Jessie, should be the victim of it, that she should 
be alone in such a place and at such a time, was a 
whip of reality to drive him on and quicken every 
faculty. He must find her without a moment's loss 
of time ; the finest impulse of love and duty spurred 
him on towards the goal. 

There are cross roads a little way beyond the 
village of Whitchurch, and here for the first time 
Murra/s impatience was not in accord with the 
amiable pon/s disposition. The brute did not, it 
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is true, bear out the spruce station-master's account 
of his short-comings; but showing a stubborn dis- 
like to the journey and the manner of it, he stopped 
of a sudden, and refused to go one yard further upon 
either road. A little indulgent at first, Murray was 
content to humour him into compliance ; but gentle 
treatment proving of no effect, he presently gave him 
a couple of sharp cuts with the whip, and instantly 
the mischief was done, and the varmint shied into 
the right-hand road, and began to tear down it at a 
gallop. 

Strong as he was, and well acquainted with the 
devilry of ponies, Murray declared that for power 
of jaw and indifference to the bit, this pony surpassed 
any he had known. For full five minutes he could 
obtain no control over him whatever. Like a whirl- 
wind they went swaying from side to side of the road, 
now almost in the ditch, now upon the footpath, many 
times in danger of a complete dibdcle, which would 
have brought man and cart and pony down in one 
broken heap ; but always saved by the splendid skill 
of a masterly horseman ; until at last, upon a crest of 
a steep hill, the brute cried enough, and stood foam- 
ing and breathless and entirely cowed And here 
Murray found Jessie, and knew that his journey was 
done. 

She had been coming leisurely down the hillside 
when she heard the clattering of hoofs and perceived 
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the swaying lamps, and the approaching trap and 
all its danger. Some instinct, she knew not what, 
told her that a friend was upon the road ; and a sus- 
picion of the great truth coming to her, as such 
suspicions will, she stood quite still and waited, almost 
terrified, for the approach of the maddened pony. 
When the cart stopped, not twenty paces from her, 
she did not at first move or speak, but advancing a 
little way into the moonlit road, at length she asked — 

"Who is it? What has happened? Is anyone 
hurt?" 

He heard her voice like some sweet sound of 
music in the night, and, almost afraid to speak, he 



** It is I — Murray. I have been looking for you, 
Jessie." 

She did not answer him; her frail figure swayed 
to and fro helplessly ; tears of thankfulness, of love, 
even of shame, welled up in her eyes. Murray had 
come to her, then — ^her Murray. She had known 
that he would come. 

When next she could see anything at all, Jessie 
looked stra^ht up into Murray's face, and his strong 
arm held her close to him 

" You have been to Holly Lodge ? " 

" Yes, Murray." 

" Then you know the story ? " 

"Yes, Murray." 

V* 
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" It is a stoiy of which no single word must ever 
pass between us again. Come, get into the cart, or 
this devil will run away again." 

She obeyed him in womanly silence, and he 
turned the pony towards Pangboume and set out 
at a brisk trot So far he had not so much as noticed 
Jessie's dress. The print gown, the round straw hat, 
the shawl about her shoulders, were alike lost upon 
him; but his hands were burning, and his thoughts 
ever changing. 

" I called at the hotel and learned that you had 
gone," he said. "Then I met Eastry, and had it 
out with him. He knows nothing of this. He is a 
gentleman, anyway. Just think — if this brute had 
not bolted up the lane with me, I might have driven 
to Oxford and back agaixL Well, it had to be ; and so 
we are going home. Do you wish to go home, Jessie 
— ^to my home, understand ? Do you wish it ? " 

" Oh, God knows, Murray, how much I wish it" 

'' Then creep as close to me as you can, and tell 
me that agaiiL We have a long journey before us, 
and much to talk about The railway will be the 
begixming of it Are you cold, Jessie? Your dress 
seems very odd ; I don't remember to have seen you 
in a dress like that before." 

"Why, no, Murray; it's a housemaid's dress. I 
borrowed it at the forge." 

" We will send it back to-morrow with something 
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in the pockets. I like it, Jessie. If some of your 
friends, who make dressmakers' fortunes, would take 
the hint, you should wear it at Combe Castle. But 
they won't The modem woman has no confidence 
in herself. She is a patchwork quilt, so to speak, 
and you never know where the real article begins 
or leaves off. I like you in that get-up— except the 
hat The hat is atrocious, Jessie." 

" Why, yes, it is, Murray ; but, you see, unless Fd 
worn the blacksmith's, it was the only hat they'd got 
Are you very angry with it, Murray ? " 

"For spoiling a pretty picture, perhaps. I will 
frame the sketch myself to-morrow. Here's Whit- 
church Bridge, Jessie, and there's our train. Do you 
know where you are going to? Have you any 
idea?" 

" I haven't the least, Murray. I'm just tired out 
Do you know, I think I've walked a hundred miles 
to-day. And rain — such rain! It was cruel, dear; 
and I was just alone. I didn't think anyone knew or 
cared" 

Miuray laughed softly — ^almost to himself. 

"There has been no day, no hour, no minute, 
since we parted, when I have not both known and 
cared, Jessie. Some day I will tell you about it 
At present I have to deal with your friend the station- 
master." 

He threw the reins upon the pon/s back and 
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sprang lightly to the ground So firmly did he clasp 
Jessie in his arms when he lifted her from the cart 
that those who stood around — Belcher, of the Lion, 
the nimble boy, the sour-faced porter, and the spruce 
station-master — might have been so many con- 
spirators against his happiness. There were many 
nudgings and sly pinches and big-eyed winks before 
he had set her on the platform ; and long afterwards, 
when the sour-faced porter was angry, he would 
pick up his wife and set her down violently, "just 
like the gentleman from Luimon treated his young 
lady/' 

"She's in," said the station-master officiously, 
indicating the waiting train thereby. " A saloon and 
a van; I didn't think you'd want more, sir. They 
make it out just over fifty pounds and some odd 
shillings, if you please." 

" If you please," repeated Murray, " and I'll write 
you a cheque in your office." 

They entered the office together, while Mr. 
Belcher sauntered up to the door of the saloon and 
would have engaged Jessie in conversatioa 

" So his lordship weren't at the Lodge, after all," 
he began. " Well, he do get here and there on that 
motor-car of his, I must say. Her ladyship don't 
like it, they tell me. And no wonder. Must come 
pretty hear to shake the hair off her head some- 
times. I hope you didn't get very wet, mis& We 
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might have come home together under one sack if 
I'd have waited I thought you were biding the night 
with 'em ; and so, I suppose, you would have been 
if his lordship had been at home. Well, well ; we're 
none the worse for a drop of water if it's outside of 
us — that I always shall say." 

He thrust a great hand into the carriage, and 
taking Jessie's, in spite of her hesitation, he asked 
her a most particular and intimate question. 

"About grub, miss — ^victuals. What have you 
got aboard here ? " 

"I really don't know," said Jessie, embarrassed 
" I haven't thought of it" 

" Ay, but I have. Now you wait a minute. Here, 
Ben, bring up that ba^et, my lad Gently, fathead ! 
Don't you know a whisky bottle when you see one ? 
There — that's it. These boys," he confided to Jessie 
in a loud aside, "ain't worth pig's meat, miss. It's 
the school board, I think. Now you open this when 
I ain't there to see you. And next time you want a 
horse and trap in Pai^boume, don't you forget Joe 
Belcher and the Lion." 

It was all very well meant — ^very surprising — in 
its way amusing. The dark station, the lumbering 
engine, the ghostly saloon, the figures moving upon 
the platform, appealed to Jessie through that sense 
of doubt and, in a way, of finality which both excited 
and perplexed her. She knew not, had not the 
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remotest idea, where Murra/s home hy or why he 
carried her there. For her, he continued to be the 
stem mysterious figure of the steamer's deck ; and she 
remembered, with a strange happiness at the remem- 
brance, that they had called him the " Rogue." Here, 
to-night, in that little village by the river, she had 
entrusted her life to this " Rogue's " keeping. She was 
wondering already what he would do with it 

The "special" started almost before the ink on 
Murray's cheque was dry, and the spruce station- 
master said " Good-night, my lord," in so loud a tone 
that Jessie caught the words, and looked up quickly 
at Murray's face. 

"He called you 'my lord,' Murray," she said 
laughing. 

He answered her — 

" I mean to be, Jessie, as soon as Archbishops of 
Canterbury and other people of marrying habits 
permit me." 

" But I'm a Republican, Murray." 

Murray bent and kissed her forehead. 

"I care not when you are my sweet wife," he 
said. 

They were alone now. The train rolled at a 
splendid speed by the river's bank toward Didcot and 
the West ; and, all the restraint and embarrassment of 
meeting having passed, Murray drew her close to 
him, and spoke of to-day and its fuller meeting. 
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"Jessie," he said, "tell me if I am wrong. My 
friend Laidlaw saw you at the Savoy, did he not ? " 

She was not surprised by the question, and she 
answered him at once. 

" Yes, he came to see me, Murray." 

" And told you all, Jessie ? " 

She did not know what he meant by " all," and 
imagining it to be the apology which his friend had 
ofiFered for him, she answered — 

"Yes, he told me all" 

Murray leaned back upon his seat and breathed 
a full breath. He was muttering " Thank God ! " 
This secret which lay between them was a secret no 
more, thea 

" He told you, and you understood," was his next 
remark ; and then he said, " Jessie, I sailed on your 
steamer for that You can never lay Lionel's death 
to this man's account There are those who know 
the truth besides ourselves. For your brother's 
sake " 

" Oh, I understand — I understand ! " she cried, 
with a new radiance upon her face and a heart beat- 
ing wildly, and all the light of love in her eyes. " It 
was Hubert Laidlaw, then. You shielded him; he 
was your friend Murray, Murray, shall I ever for- 
give myself? Shall I ever " 

He drew her to him, and hid her face from the 
Ught 
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" Yes," he said ; '' Laidlaw was the man, but your 
brother fired the first shot Jessie, let that page be 
closed for ever in your life and mine. I see that a 
greater Will than ours has decreed this thing. You 
did not know, and I, thinking that you knew, have 
told you. It is God's will I bow to it" 

She could not answer him, for the glad tears 
rained upon her face, and his kisses dosed her hps. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

COMBE CASTLE. 

It was after midnight when the train steamed in to 
Chippenham station, but there were footmen in livery 
upon the platform, and the station-master himself had 
kept awake to greet the new master of Combe Castle. 
Quite a little group, in truth, was assembled at the 
old-fashioned station of that truly old-fashioned 
town ; and its curiosity stood at its zenith when not 
only the " heir," as th^ still called him, stepped out 
amtong them, but a young and exceedingly pretty girl 
could be seen at his side. If the yoimg lady's toilet 
astonished the wiseheads of Chippenham exceedingly 
— and they gazed at her open-mouthed and dumb- 
foimded — her beauty oEFered a sufficient dipology for 
the maiden simplicity of her gown ; and with a con- 
fidential aside from one footman to another that 
fashions in London had changed since his time, they 
made way for her in amazed silence. So quick was 
it all, so rapid the change from Ught to dark, from the 
rumble of the train tx> the comparative quiet of that 
old-world town, that Jessie neither observed the 
curiosity she excited nor heard the greetings which 
passed between Murray and the station-master; and 
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believing herself to be an utter stranger tfaei^ her 
amazement was considerable when a well-known voice 
arrested her, and a familiar face peered into her 
own. 

" What 1 cutting me already ? Well, that is a blow, 
Miss Golding. Don't you remember me on the 
steamer ? Vm Bentham, you know — Percy Bentham, 
and we got up the collection together.** 

She knew him now ; she held out both her hands 
to welcome him with a child's gladness. 

" Why, it's the Bantam ! " she exclaimed, regard- 
less of the consequences. "How ever did you get 
here ? " 

"Oh! I drove over from the Castle. I'm Lord 
Woodridge's agent, you know. Must see to things, 
even the girls. I say. Miss Golding, that's a ripping 
get-up. Fine, eh, for charades at Christmas ? Well, 
well, that it should be little Jessie. Forgive my 
freedom, won't you? But, you know, I said I'd tell 
you something about the 'Rogue,' didn't I — eh? 
Lord, how wrong you all were ! I used to lock myself 
in my cabin and put my head under the clothes to 
laugh sometimes. The Rogue! You called him a 
rogue — ^the best chap that ever wore clothes. And I 
played the part because he wished it Now, really, 
wasn't it very wrong of you ? '* 

Jessie admitted it all without a blush. It was 
delightful to find a friend here, and to break through 
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that reserve which so long had attended any con- 
versation about Murray. 

" Of course I was wrong I " she cried, laughingly. 
" I shouldn't be a woman if I understood men first 
time. We were all wrong — Mr. Trew more than any 
of us. ril tell him so, if ever I see him again." 

^ YouTl see him to-morrow," rejoined the Bantam, 
with that which he meant to be an amatory leer. 
"* I told him to bring his what-do-you-callers with him 
— ^the thing that goes round his neck, you know. 
Some people might dub it a halter — ha! ha I ha! I 
only call it the holy bond ; but, you see, people groan 
when I make a joke, so Tm getting serious. Come 
along. Miss Jessie ; here's his Lordship waiting. You 
mustn't keep him waiting already. There's time for 
that— ha! ha!" 

Mightily pleased with himself, as fresh as a new 
hat from a bandbox, the Bantam skipped up to 
Murray, and repeated his point with proper emphasis. 

" I'm telling Miss Golding that the parson's bring- 
ing down the halter. She says she doesn't see it But 
she will to-morrow, won't she, Murray? Shell see 
it to-morrow all right." 

Murray tried to look as though the joke amused 
him greatly, and remarking that the Bantam's jokes 
generally took four-and-twenty hours for a, proper 
perception of their wit, he led the way to the first of 
the carriages, and seated himself at Jessie's- side. 
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BenthaiD, with a nice eye for the fitness of oppor- 
tunity, said that he would bring in the "luggage," 
and disappeared strategically in the darkness of the 
station-yard. The two were alone, and they drove 
swiftly through Chippenham's sleeping streets out 
beyond the woodlands and the hills. 

" Was Mr. Bentham right when he said that we 
should see the vicar to-morrow, Murray?" Jessie 
began by asking. 

" Absolutely right," Murray said. " I expect the 
' reverend one ' first thing, and another of more conse- 
quence a little later. Of course, I speak of your father, 
Jessie. He must come straight to Combe Castle. My 
telegram is urgent, and will explain all." 

" When did you send the telegram, Murray } " 

" From Pangboume station, while the amiable inn- 
keeper made love to you." 

" Then Mr. Bentham knows everything ? " 

" I have no secrets from Mr. Bentham He came 
to America to tell me of my changing fortunes and to 
bring me home. Like many clever men, he is not to 
be judged by the words out of his mouth. Apart 
from obvious aberrations of inteUect, he is just the 
man I want — shrewd, silent in matters that coimt, and 
so very loquacious that a secret is quite safe with him 
because he is always talking of something else. We 
shall find the ' Bantam ' indispensable in these weeks 
to come when you and I will be at the old place near 
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Ipswich, trying to forget, Iktle Jessie, that any world 
but our own exists. Combe Castle is only one of my 
houses ; I am the master of many to-day." 

She sat a little while thinking over it, then, creep- 
ing a little closer to him, she said — 

" The Master of Combe Castle — I want to know 

his name, Murray. 

" They call him hereabout the twelfth Lord Wood- 
ridge, Jessie." 

She did not speak; he did not intrude upon all 
the strange thoughts, of glad surprise, of reproach, of 
wonder that crowded upon her. The road was dark 
and winding, but the hills beyond it were full of 
radiant light, and they beckoned her up toward his 
home at their heart 

This, then, was the gift of Fortune to her — this 
brave man's friendship, this great name, the homage 
of his house. Jessie knew not if she dare trust herself 
to think ; and nestling down to him, feeling for his 
hands, lifting her face to his, she kissed his lips. 

" Murray, what shall I say for myself ? " 

" That you love me, little Jessie." 

"I have loved you always. From the first day 
upon the steamer, until now, you taught me what love 
meant, Murray. Oh I I could not love you more 
because of to-night You will believe that, dearest — 
you will not think me so base ? " 

He silenced her, kissing her lips, and drawing her 
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so close to his embrace that she could feel his heart 
beating. 

" I believe nothing except that }rou love me," he 
said " Look up, little wife ; there is your home and 



mme. 



>» 



The great gates opened wide, the lights of the old 
house shone full upon them. They passed in together, 
as pilgrims of the night who had won the goal and 
would rest 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

APHRODITE. 

In one of the boudoirs of Combe Castle the inquisitive 
visitor, who can persuade a corrupt housekeeper to 
permit him to invade this sanctuary, is shown an odd 
relic, which he will do well to examine with some 
drcumspectioa Apparently an old parchment, with- 
ered, sun-dried, and almost indecipherable, a closer 
inspection by the aid of a powerful glass will reveal 
these words upon this curious document — 

" Jessie Golding, subject of the United States, in 
grave danger on board the steamship Royal Scot. 
Help earnestly besought" 

The parchment is set in a frame of silver, and is 
crowned with a little image of Aphrodite rising up 
from the foam of the sea and bearing a ship's figure in 
her hands. To all that ask her, the sage housekeeper 
declares that this very document was taken from the 
sea exactly two months after the present mistress of 
Combe Castle came to England ; but strangers shake 
their heads and make nothing of the story, while only 
the well-informed reply, " Yes ; her husband sent that 
message from the Royal Scot when he was a prisoner 
on the sea." These read the document many times, 
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and the little image puzzles them» and they make 
nothing of it, except as a pleasant ornament to an 
odd fancy. 

But whenever Murray reads the paper and Jessie 
chances to be at his side, he will stand a moment and 
say — 

" Little Aphrodite, there is the deed which gave 
you to me/* 

And Jessie answers — 

" It is written on my heart, Murray." 

And they pass out to the new life and the new 
ways together. 



THE END. 
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Henry Scherren. lr.Z.S. With 

13 Coloured Plates, &c. 6s. 
Art^ Baorod. With nearly aoo FuU- 

pafpe Illustrations, os. 
Avt| Tlia Maffazina of With a Series 

of Full-po^e Piates. and hundreds 

of lUustrations. Yearly Vol , ais. 
ArttaOo Anatomy. G^ Prof. M. 

Duval. Cheap EdiiioH. 3s. 6d. 

Anatnlian Qoldflelds, Ky Adven- 
torts on the. By W. Craig. 6s. 

Australasia: tho Brit i"S of the 
BoiittL by Philip Gibbs. With 
4 Coloured Piates and numerous 
Illustrations, as. 6d. 

Antomohil e, Thai A Practical Trea- 
tise on the C()nstru..tion of Modem 
Motor Cars: t>team. PeiroU Elec- 
tric, and Petrol Electric Edited 
by Paul N. Hasluck. With 
804 lUustrations. 3 is. net 

Avenger of Blood, The. By J. 
Maclarkn Cobban. 3s, 6d. 

Ballads and Bongs. By W. M. 
Thackeray. Illustrated, 6e. 

Ballads and Songs of Spain. By 
Leonard Williams. 4s. net. 



Baifber, Ohazloa Burton, Tbe Wocts 
Ol With 41 Plates and inuodoc- 
tioQ by Harry Furniss. 7s. 6d 

BlrdR* Hosts, Brltlali : How. Whores 
and WlMB to Find and Idsntuy 
Tbem. By R. K barton. F.Z.& 
Illust r at e d from Photographs direct 
from Nattare by C Kearton. axa 

Birds' Heals, Bggi» and Bgy-CktUeoi- 
In^. By R. Kearton. F.Z& 
With aa Coloured PUte& 5s. 

Birds, Our Barer Brittsh ItietKlliig : 
Their Hosts, Bggi» and BrsodlBff 
Hannts. By R. Kearton, F.Z.S. 
Illustrated from Photographs direct 
from Nature by C. Kkarton. 
78. 6d. 

BlaOk Arrow, The. By R. L. 
Stevenson. 68. Popular EdiHom, 
3s. 6d. Pocket EdUioH, doth, as. 
net ; leather, 3s. net. 

Black Watch, The. The Record of 
an Hlstoxlo Regiment ^Archi- 
bald Forbes. LL.D. With 6 lUus- 
trations. Popular Editiom. 3s. 6d. 

Black, William, Horelist. By Sir 
Wemyss Reio. With 3 Portraits, 
los. 6d. net 

Boer War, CasseU's ninatrated 
Histoxy of thei Two Vols., ais. 

Britain at Work. A Pictorial De- 
scription of our National Industries. 
By popular authors, and contain- 
ing nearly 500 Illustrations. las. 

Britain's Sea-Xin|^ and SoarFights. 
Profusely lUubtrated. 7s. 6d. 

Britain*s Boll of Glory. By D. H. 
Parky. New and Enlarged Edi- 
tion. Illustrated. 5s. 

British Ballads. With 300 Original 
Illustrations. Cheap Edition, Two 
Vols, in One. Cloth. 7s. 6d. 

British Batttes on Land and Sea. 
By Tames Gkant. With about 
800 lUustrai ions. Cheap Edition^ 
In Four Vols., 3s. 6d. each. 

British Nigeria. By Lieut -CoL 
Mocklkr-Ferryman. With Map 
ai.d 27 Illustrations. 12s. 6d. net 

British Scnlpture and Sculptors of 
To-day. By M. H. Spielmann. 
Illustrated. 5S. net; cloth. 7s.6d. nrt. 
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BnlUliwiracld. HaU-Ycarly VoIl, 
4S. 6d. each. 

Bolb Oxmrlug, Tlatorlil PikeUeil. 
tij Waltkh p. Whigut. Wiib 
nutnaotu [ll>utntk>a& Taper 
Coven, II, ; dotb, u. 6A. 

ButtaiUM Mid Hotba of Bbtop*, 

Tba. B* W. F. KiRbV, F.L.&, 
F.E.S, Wilb54Colouied PLttaaoci 



Cairo lad Um SbMU**. UluMiaicd. 

6d. del. 
*'""|"*f PlOtOTM Of tlw Wir 1& 

South AIrl«|lM»-UOO). LottKS 
tcomUu FroBl By A. G. Hauu. 



tiatodBookot Wiib 56 Coloured 

VUia. asi- ; balf-morocoo. £» s«- 
OumU*! — K"<'- Hall.Ytaiij 

Volume, 5s. ; Yeaiif Voluma. b 
Oat, TIN Book of TU. By Frances 

Si UPSON. Wlib 19 Full-pags 

Uliulnlionl. 151. DCt. 



live, Hiituncal. Piclwial. P^iar 
EditiaH. Two Vols. , 151. the leC 

Catrioaa. By R. 1. STavRxtoN. 

6i. Pafular Biitien, 3>. fid. 
PacitI Edition, cloth, at. net; 

OUiuM PletuM. MotM m Flioto- 
grapli* mad* In Obiiia. By Ur». 
Bishop, KE<.(i.S.(lsABiLlJlBlKD>i 
Willi fid lUiumtumi. 3s. 6d. 

Ctmina. The lUusUMcd P^et for 
lioys. Yevlf Volume, 81. 

^ninlMl MawnalJ fm PiaOtlUOIMn 

and BtttdmU of M>aidn> AUu 
of Voloioes forwarded yoA iiM on 



Bjr 



;o the Publuben. 

CloliMrinc of Unola, Tlw. 

< I.rNTON SCOLLAJin. 6s. 

Clyde, OaauU^ Pletorlal Oulde to 

the. Wiih Colouicd Plale and 3 

Mapa. Cloth. IB. 
Colour. By Prof. A. H. Chuich. 

With Coloured Plates. ««. fid. 
ComUnrTowar.tiia; ar.Eovltook 

H.1C.1. -MajMtto- Into Action. 

By H. O. AaNOLD-FoKSTER, M,A. 
Uluslnled. 6d.;cloIfa, I*. 
CookOT, a Toar^ By PuruJS 
tRuWNB. Cktaf Edttien. », 



la Coloured Plates. ( 
laaU'a Dletlonar; 
$,000 Recipes. 

OookaiT, Oaaadll ihlUlnr 11. 

OookaiT lOr Coaunon Allflwnb; 11. 

OookaiT, Vmtarlan. By A. G, 
Pavnb. Cluap E.IUian. n. 

"~*<"f bj Oaa, Tlu Art ot By 
Marie J. Suoc Illustrated, aa. 

Otmmatlos Book of Bdwud VH, 
«ing ot AH tko BiltAlBa ud 
BmparatoflBdla,TlM. ^W. I. 
LorriB. ax., F.&A. Wim 04 
Coloured PbU* and nomeroua 
lllususi' 



k Eumptuoosly lUun 



nted in Qold and Colowa. 1 

OupU^ Oardn. By Eluh Tmoi- 
MnvcBorr Fowlkc. 3s. fid. Ptt- 
fUi Edilitm, fid. 

OrelopMdia, OuMDt HlnUtura, 

Comaitiing 30,000 subjects. CMm^ 
and Kniad Editien, Limp clolb, 
la,; cloth gill, la. 6d. 

" Daatb or GOiwj Bart," Tba. Tha 
Stonr ot Ibe xj'Ca Lancen. By 
D. H. Parsv. With e lUustrationv 
Ntwi and En.argtd EdilioH. 5*, 

Dictator'! Danchtar, Tba. By 
Edgar Jbkon. fia. 



led by V. .. 

WllCUT. With ao Coloured Piatea 
BDd several huudreds dt lUuitnuiOD* 
fnim Pbotocrapbi taken direct fiom 
Nature. Two Vols., bair-leaihei, 
gilt lop, 3DB. neL 

DiK mnatcatad Book of tti& By 
Vbho Shav., RA. With a8 Col- 
oured Plates. Cloth bevelled, 35s. ; 
half-morocco, 45s. 

Dolnga of BafliM Haw, nia, By 

A. CONAN DOYLR. 3s. fid. 

Dominion of tba Air, Tha ; n* 
Bttny of AArlal Havlsation. By 
the Rev. I. M. Bacon. With 
Dumennis UlustnUioiia Irom Photo- 
graphs 6& 

Dori Don Quixote, Tha, With 
about 400 ILuitrations by Gus- 
TAVK Duk& Chtaf EjUum, 
Ooth, lo.. 6d. 
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Dori CMUcry, Tb«. With 950 Uoa- 

tratioos bv Qustats DORt. 4^1. 
Dcni't Duiia^ Uifania lUustnued 

br OusTAVB DOR^ Large 410 

Eldition. doth gilt. aii. 
Dor^'i DanWi Pnxgatoxy t&d Par»- 

dlM. lUustnued by Gusta vb DoRi. 

Cheap Edition, 7%, 6d. 

Dor^MUton'sPandiMLoil Uhis. 

trated by OoRi. 4to. ais. Pepulmr 

BdiHcn, Cloth or bocknun. 7a. 6d. 

Cheaf^ Edition, InOiieVol,xa&6d. 
Pnln DdddM, Tlis. By Hbadon 

Hill. Illustrated. 6s. 
lurtti'i Bagtaniiiir, Tb«. By Sn 

RobsrtBall, LL.D. lUustnued. 

ys. 6d« 
■urtli, OoTp and its tkny. By Dr. 

RoBBST Brown. F.L.S. with 

Coloured Plates and numerous £0- 

nmviogs. Ckoap EdiHon. Three 

V(^, 5s. each. 
Vnrpt: DeMrlpttTt^Hiftoiloal,and 

PiotnrMquai By Prof. G. Ebers. 

With 800 Original Enmvings. 

Popular Edition. In Two Vols. 433. 
VMtrielty. PraotteaL By Prof. w. 

E. Ayrton. F.R.S. New and 

Enlarged Edition, ys. 6d. 
Implre, The. Cootaininjr nearly 700 

Splendid full-page lUustrations. 

Complete in Two Vols. 99. each. 
lMjeiop»dlo Uetloiiarj, Hm. In 

7 Vols. , half-morocoo, £7 ys. per 

set. Supplementary Volume, doth, 

ys. 6d. 
BBgla]idandWalfla,Pletoxla]. With 

upwards of 390 Illustrations firoui 

Photographs. 98. 
Kntflann, A Hiatary ot FVom the 

Landing of Julius Caesar to the 

Present Day. By H. O. Arnold* 

FoRSTER, M.A. FuDy Illustrated. 

5s. Cloth gilt, gilt edges, 6s. 6d. 
SngliahDIetloiiarj.Oaaaell'B. Giving 

Definitions of more than 100,000 

Words and Phrases. 3s. 6d. 
BDffUali Hiatory, Tha DfofeUmazy ot 

Edited by Sidney Low, B.A., and 

Prof. F. Sb PuLLiNO, M.A. 7S.6d. 
Ingliab Litaratiira, Morley'a Firat 

Sketch oCr ys. 6d. 
BDffliah Utflratnre, The Btoiy ot 

By Anna Buckland. 3s. 6d. 
Inglish Porcelain. By W. Burton. 

With 83 Plates, induding 35 in 

Colour. 63s. net. 



iBgUah WMtora. By Pro£ Hbkvy 

MORLBY. Vols. L to XI.. 5s. eadL 

nmlliar BaUarfliaa and M0U1& 
Ehr W. F. KiRBY. F.L.S. With 
xS Coloured Plates. 6s. 

rtUBlliar WUdBizda. By W. Sways- 
LANU With Coloured Pictures bf 
A. Thorburn and others. Cheap 
Edition, Four Vols., 3a. 6d. each. 

nunllj DoetoTp Oaaian'fc By A 
Medical Man. Illustrated. 6s. 

nunUj Lawyar, OaaiaTl'fc By A 
Barrister-at-Law. xos. 6d. 

Father ttafford. By Anthoky 
Hops. 3s. 6d. 

Fltid Hoapttal, Tha Tale of a. By 
Sir Frederick Treves, Bart, 
K.CV.O., C.R, F.R.C.S. With 
14 Illustrations. 5s. Leather, 6& 

FMld HatmaUatfa Hanilhoot. Tha. 
Bj the Revs. J. G. Wood and 
liiEODORE Wood. as. 6d. 

Flama of Ftra^ a« By Joseph 
Hocking. 3s. 6d. 

Ftanco-Oaimaii War, Oaaaall'a Hla- 
tory of tha. Complete in Two 
Vols. Containing about 500 Illus- 
trations. Cheap Edition. 6s. each. 

Fjrench Falenoa, A History and 
DaaorlptioiioftbaOId. ByM.U 
Solon. Edited by W. Bitrton. 
With 84 Plates in Colours and 
numerous Black and White Plates. 
30s. net Limited to i.aoo copies. 

Fmit arowlnir. Pictorial FractieaL 
By W. P. Wright. Illustrated. 
Paper covers, u. ; doth. is. 6d. 

Oardan Flowora, Familiar. By F. 
Edward Hulub. F.L.S., F.S.A. 
With aoo Full-page Coloured Plates. 
Cheap Edition. In Five Vols., 
3s. 6d. each. 

Garden of 8worda» TlM. By Max 
Pemberton. 6s. People's Edition, 
6d. 

Oardanar, Tha. Yearly Volume. Pro- 
fusely Illustrated, ys. 6d. 

Qardoniiig, Pictorial Practical. By 
W. P. Wright. With upwards 
of 140 Illustrations. Paper covers, 
IS. ; cloth, IS. 6d. 

Oftietteer of Great Britain and Ira- 
land, OaaaaU'a. With numerous 
riustrations and 60 Maps. Six 
Vols., 5s. each. 

Giant'a Qata, Tha. By Max Peia- 

BERTON. 6s. 



^ 
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Oirl at Coblmnt^ TlMi By FftANK 

Stockt n. 3a. 6d. 
GladyiFazM. A Stoiy of Two Live& 

By Sir Wemyss RbiOl 3s. 6d. 

cneanings ftmn Popnlar Avtlion. 
illustrated. ChtapSditum, 5a 6d. 

OreenlioiiM lUnagtrntnt^ Pio- 
torlaL By Walter P. Wright, 
Kdkor of "The Gardener/* fte. 
With nearly xooIUiistrationa. Paper 
covers, la ; doth, xa 6d. 

ttnUlTtr*! ItavAli. With upwards 
of 100 lUustrationa Ntw Pint 
Art Edition, 7s. 6d. 

Qnn and its Deretoinntiit^ TIml 
By W. W. Greener. With 500 
lUustrationa EnHrtly Nao Edi- 
tion, zos. 6d. 

Handyman's Book, The, of TMls, 
Materiali, and ProeeiMS am- 
ployed in Woodworking. Edited 
bv Paul N. Hasluck. With 
about 2,500 lUustratioDS. 9a 

HeaTens, The Story of thei By Sir 
Robert Ball, LL.D. with 
Coloured Platea Popular Edition, 
loa 6d 

Her Kajeaty's Tower. By Hsp- 
WORTH Dixon. With an Intro- 
duction by W. J. LOFTIB. B.A., 
F&A., and containing x6 Cokrared 
Plates specially prefMired for tfiia 
Edition by H. E. Tidmarsh. 
Popular EdiHon, Two Vols., xsi. 
the set 

Heroes of Bzltaia in Feaoe and 
War. With 900 Original Ilhistra- 
tions. Cheap Edition, Complete 
in One VoL 3a 6d. 

Holbein's ** AnHwuMidars" Utarld- 
dled. The Counu Palatine Otto 
Henry and Philipp. A Key to 
other Holbeina By Wiluam 
FREDERICK DiCKXS. Illustrated, 
xos. 6d. net. 

Houghton, Lord : Tlio UHb^ Letter^ 
and Mendsldps of Bidiard 
Monoikton ]ll]ne% First Lord 
Hongbton. By Sir Wemyss Rsid. 
InTwoVda.withTwoPtetndta saa 

Hygiene and Pahlle Health. By a 
Arthur WMiTELEGGE,M.D.7a6d. 

Xa:«A Love Story. By A. T. 

QUILLER-COUCH (Q). JS. 6d. 

Impregnable City, Thei By Max 

PbMBBRTON. 3a 6d. 



India, OasseU's Histozy of. In One 

Vol. Cheap Edition, lUustrated. 

7s.6d. 
India: Our Eastern Empire. By 

Philip GiBsa With 4 Coloured 

Plates and numerous lUustxationa 

aa6d. 
Tn Royal Purple. By William 

PlGOTT. 68. 

Iron Pirate. The. ByMAx Pbmber- 

TON. 39. 6d PtopU^s Edition.tiL 

John Gajther's Qarden. By Frank 

Stockton. 6s. 
Kate Bonnet: The Bomanoe of a 

Pirate's Daoghter. By Frank 

R. Stockton. With 8 Illustia- 

tiona 6a 
Kidnapped. B{y R. L. Stevenson. 

SS.6d Ptopl/s Edition, e±. Pocket 

Edition^ doth, aa net; leather, 

3s. net, 
KUogram, The Ctoming of the ; or. 

The Battle of the Standarda By 

H. O. Arnold-Forstbr, M.A. 

Illustrated. Cheap Edition, 6d. 
King Solomon's Mlnea By H. 

Rider Haggard. Illustrated. 

3s. 6d. Peoplds Edition, 6d. 
Kronstadt By Max Pemberton. 6a 
Ladles' Physician, Thsi E^ A 

London Physician. 3a 6d. 
Laird's Lndk,Tlie,and other Fireside 

Tales. By A. T. QuiLLER-Couca 
. (Q). 6a 
Land of the Dons, Thsi By 

Leonard Williams, late TVauv 

Correspondent at Madrid, Author of 

" Ballads and Songs of Spain," &a 

With about 4a Illustrationa xcanet 
Landeis, WilUam, D J>. AMemois. 

By his Son, the Rev. Thomas D. 

Landels, M.A. With Portrait. 6a 

landscape Fainting in Water- 
Oolonr. By J. MacWhirtee, 
R.A. With 23 Coloured Plates. 5a 

Lepidns the Oentnrlon: A Bomaa 
of To-day. By Edwin Lestbk 
Arnold. 6a 

Letts'* Diaries And other Time- 
saving Fahlications pubUshed 
exclusively by Cassell ft Com- 
pany. {A list free on application,) 

11 Enng-ohang. By Mrs. Archi- 
bald Little. With Rembrandt 
Frontispiece and 3 Full-page Platea 
X5a net. 

Idgi; Te Landsmen! By W. Clark 
Russell. 3a 6d. 
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UMm Snguaotk THii Bjr Max 
Pbmbkiton. NwmBdUiom, i&6d. 

UMU Hlnlrtw. TIml By J. M. 
Babsib. lUustimtcd. CktapBdi-- 
titm. 3s. 6d. 

UMUirorlKTlML ByALixKraa 6& 

UMU 8qiilx% ThBL ^Mn.HKNKT 

DB LA PASTURB. Jt. 6d. 

UtfiagUmAxm, Edited Inr Obokob R. 
SiMSb Complete io 3 Volames, each 
containing over 450 Uustnuions 
finom PhotQffimpIti espresily taken, 
and from Drawings by the best 
Artists. I3S. : half-leatber, i6s. eadi. 

AoBdon, Oaai«ll*B Quids ta Illits- 
trated. A/twEdiliom, 66.; doth, 1% 

London, OrMUtr. Two Vols. ^!h 
about 400 lUustmtlons. CJUt^ 
Editwm, 4& 6d. each. 

London, 014 and Vew. Six VoIa 
With abottt i.aoo Illustrations and 
Maps. Cktap Rditum, 4s. 6d. each. 

London. BunUso Ix and Vobt. Bt 
W. J.LoPTiB, F.aA. Illustrated. 
Popular R Uion, 6a. 

Lord Protaetor, Tho. By S. 
Lbvett-Ykats. 68. 

LOTOday ByA. E.W1CKRAII. 3S.6d. 

BUM'S MlZTor, A. By Elf ILT PBAB- 

SON FiNNEMOSB. 6a 

lUm in Blackp Tho. By Stanlkt 
Wbyman. 3s. 6d. 

■wto-^. By Marian Bowbr. 6s. 

Kartaio Palntiiig In Wator^Mknir. 
By W. L. Wyllib, A.R.A. With 



24 Coloured Plates. 5s. 

With ^ 
of Designs in Colour by WALTER 



Hasqna of Days, A. 



Crane. 6s. 
Vaster of BaUantrao. By R. L. 
Stevenson. 6s. P^fnlar Bdiihn, 
38. 6d. 

MSchanlci, OaaaelTB QytloiMBdla ot 

Edited by Paul N. Hasluck. 
Profusely Illustrated. Series x, a, 
and 3, each complete in itselt 
7S. 6d. each. 
Medlelno. Manwalo for Sfendonti ot 

(A list forrvarded post free.) 

ICiitaxy ForcoB of %b» Omm. 
TlMir Organisation and Bqvlp- 
mont Bv Colond W. H. Danieu 
Illustrated. 5s. 

■aslc; ninBtrated HlBtory ot By 
Emil Naumann. Edited by the 
Rev. Sir F. A. QORB OUSBLBT, 
Bart. Illustrated. Cheap Bdiiion. 
Two Vols. xSs. 



■uk of BoBoa. Idf Mart U 

Penderbd. 6s. 

Vat Harlowo^ IConntobank By 
George R. Sims. With 16 Uoi- 
trations. ^ 6d. 

Vatlonal Oafisry, Tlia Edited by 
Sir E. J. POTNTER. P.R^ nhis- 
trating every Picture in the Natiooal 
Gallery. In Three Vols. Published 
at £7 ys., now increased to ji^i6 x6a 
the sec, net 

Vatlonal Qallory OMalogva. Pko- 
fusely Uhistrated. 6d. oeL 

Vattonal GaUory of British Art (Tlio 
Tate Oallery), The Oatalogno 
of thsi Containing numerous llius- 
trations. and a List of all the Pictures 
exhibited. 6d. net. 

Vatioaal Uhrazy, Oaosell'SL 3d. 
andt6d. List post free on appli- 
cation. New and Improved issue, 
6d.net. 

Vatlonal Pwtralt Oallery. Edited 
by Lionel Cust, M.A., F.aA. 
Illustrating evenr Picture in the 
National Portrait Gallery. Two 
Vols. /66s.net 

Vatlon'Snctarea.TIia Complete in 
4 Vola Each containing 48 Beau- 
tiful Coloured Reproductions of 
some of the finest Modem Bsintings 
in the Public Picture Galleries of 
Great Britain, with descriptive Text. 
Qoth, las. ; half-leather, 158. each. 

Natoral History. Oaosall'S. Ckeap 
Edition. With about a,ooo lilus- 
tradons. In Three Double Vols. 
6s. each. 

Katnral Hlstoij, GaatfTi Oonolsa 
By E. Percetal Wright, M.A., 
M.D.. F.L.S. WHh several Hun- 
dred Illustrations. 7s. 6d. 

Vatnro and a Oanura, WltlL By 
Richard Kearton. F.Z.S. With 
Fh>ntispieoe, and 180 Pictures from 
Photographs direct from Nature by 
C. Kearton. Cheap Rditioa, 
ys. 6d. 

VataroPS Biddloa. By H. W. 

Shephbari>-Walwtn. M.A., ftc. 

With numerous Illustiations. 6s. 
Vebo tho Vailar. By S. Barino- 

GouLD. 6a. 
O'Oonndl, DanlOl, Tba Lift ot 

By Michael MacDonagh. With 

Rembrandt Frontispleoe. x6s. net. 
Old Flrsa and ProdtaUlo Ohosta 

ByA.T.QuiLLBR-CouCH(Q). 6i. 
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-O^hir.** With Xt% round the 
Bmpln. With 24 Illustrations. By 
Wm. Maxwell. 6s. 

Ovr Bird MendA ByR. Ksarton, 
F.Z.S. With 100 lUnstTations from 
Photographs direct from Nature by 
C Kbarton. 5s. 

(Kff Own OOvntry. >^th 1,200 
inostrations. CktapRditum. Three 
Double Vols. 5s. each. 

Oxford, Bemlniieeiioee ot Bjthe 
Rev. W. Tuck WELL, M.A. With 
16 F\iI1-pege Illustrations. 9s. 

Painting; PnustlealOiiidesta With 

Coloured Plates : — 

ITALIAN PAimmC. 9k 

China Paimtucg. sl, 

NRUniALTlNT. «k 

FLowBRSk AND HOW TO Paint Thril fb 
Manual ov Oil PAnrrnfc. «.6d. 
MACWHiRTBa*s Lamcscapb Paintinc in 

WATBE'COLOUIL ^ 

wylub's marinb rAmrxNG m watbr 
CoLOua. $k. 

Parle. Gaeeell's niiutrated Qnlde ta 
Paper, 6d.; cloth, la. 

Peaetaiir of the Dragon, Thei By 

F. J AT CBAGH. IS. 

Peel, Sir IL By Lx»d RosBBsar. 
at. 6d. 

Penny Magailne^ THa Whh about 

6so Illustrations. In Qnartwly 

VolumesL as. 6d. each. 
Peo^leaof theWorid,nia BvDr. 

RoBBRT Brown. In Six Vola. 

Illustrated. 3s. 6d. each. 

Peril and Patrlotiam. Tnie laiea 
of Berolo Deeda and Startling 
adventorea. TwoVola. in One. sa 

Pictorial SooHand and Mland. 
With 390 Copyright Ohistratioiis 
from Fhotographa. 9a. 

Pictoree of Many Ware. By Frbd- 
BRiC ViLLiBRS. A Thrilling 
Narrative of Experiences bf a 
worUf-bmous War CorrespondenL 
Illustrated. 6& 

PletareaqneAmarioak In Four Vols., 
with 48 Steel Plates and 800 Wood 
Engravings, jfia zas. the set 
Pefular Editum. x8s. each. 

Pletareaqae Canada. With 600 
Original lUnstrationSb Two Vole. 
£999. the set 

Ptotareaqne Bnrope. Popular Edi- 
tMH. The Continent In Three 
Vols. Bach containing 13 Litho 
Plates and neariy aoo Illustrations 
6a« eadia 



Pletiireaqne Kedlterranean^ The. 
With Magnificent Illustratioos by 
leading Artists. Complete in Two 
Vols, /a as. each. 

Pigeons, Fnlton'B Book ot Edited 
by Lkwis Wright. Revised and 
Supplemented by the Rev. W. F. 
LuMLBY. With 50 FuU-page Illus- 
trations. Popuittr Edition, zo8.6d. 
Originai Editum. with co Coloured 
Plates and numerous Wood En- 
graviiun. ais. 

Planet, The Stony of Onr. By Prof. 
BoNNEY, F.R.& With Coloured 
Plates and Maps and about 100 
Illustrations. Cktap Editiom. 7s. 6d. 

PlayfUr, I^on, Flrat Lord Playflalr 
of at Andrewa, Memoirs and Ctor- 
reapondenee oC By Sir Wrmyss 
Rbid. With Two Portraits. Cheap 
Edi/iom, 7% 6d. 

Ptowahara and the Sword, The. 
By Ernest George Hbnhail 6t, 

PotsherdaL By Mia. Hbnrt Birch- 
enough. 68. 

Poultry Glnb Standards, Thai With 
an Introduction by Lewis Wright. 
Edited tiy T. Threlford. xs.net 

Pooltcy, The Book ot By Lewis 
Wright. Popular EJitiom, los. 6d 

Poultry, Tlia Vsw Rook of. \ y 
Lewis Wright. With 30 new 
Coloured Plate?, expressly pre- 
pared by J. W. Ludlow, and other 
lUnstranooa. ais. 

Poultry Xaoper^ The PraotteaL By 
Lewis Wright. With Eight 
Coloured Plates and numerous 
IllostrationaL 3s. 6d. 

Prinoeaa oynlhla^ Thai By Max- 
GUERrrB Bryant. 6s. 

Profttahla Boma Pknning, apeeiaUy 
adapted to Oeonpanta of Small 
HOmastaada. By* Yeoman.' xs.; 
cloth, xs. 6d. 

QfaWoika. 5a. each. 

t*I>BAD MAirS rock. 

IM'MB SPLaNDID STUB. 

fTHB ASTONISHING HiSTOaV OV TaOV 

Town. 
**I Saw TmiBB SHtrSk* ud othar Wlal«^ 



HovcMTs and CaoasBS. 

THa DSLaCTABLB DVCHY. 

wandsbing Hbath. 
•Alaoat3i.«d. t AIm An^/ atfMkiw at M. 

Qneen'a London, The. Containing 
about 4Q0 Exquisite Viears of Lon- 
don and its Environs, gs^ ^ 
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QaMnTletarla. APmoiuailnUh. 

By Mrs. Oliphant. With Three 
kembrmndt Plates and other Illus- 
tratlons. 51. 6d. Also 51., half- 

EaVUt-XitiMr, TIm PfUttMO. Bf 
'* CUNICULVS. * assisted bj Eminent 
Fanden. With IUusCratiMi& ge. 6d. 

lUllWiiyChildM,OffldiL WithlDos- 
trations. Maps, ftc. Price is. each ; 
or in Ooth. is. 6d. each. 

IwOMDON AND NOKTM WBSTBaif RAILWAY. 

CasAT WasTuiM railway. 

MiDZJiMD Railway. 

Ckbat NoaTMajtN Railway. 

GaaAT BASTBaif Railway. 

London and south waaraut Railway. 

Loudon. BaicMTON and south coast 

Railway. 
South BASTsaa and Chatham Railway. 

XeAiMC^ Plre^ TIml Bjf Mn. ^ 

HOCKUFFB. 38. 6d. 

BlTtnof QTMlBrttala: De wlua if^ 

Hislofkal. PictoriaL 
Rivxas OF thb South AND wasT coAsra 

Pfntmr M4Nh»m, Htm. 

Rivaas OP THa East coast. 



BoffM^ Kardi, Thei By E. W. 
HoRMima ss. 6d. 

Royml ^*nJtnr PietorML Animal 

Vohime. 7s. 6d. 
BUldB,lolm: AlkttdiofmsUftb 

His Work, ud Hli OpInloBR, witli 

FeiMBal Bmnlnlioimoefc Bjy M. 

H. Spielmann. 5s. 

Batniday Jonnial, OmirtrR. Yearly 
Volume, doth, 7a. 6d. 

•ealM of Bmlvui, TIml VazmttfVb 
Legtndaij ud Meditetltei With 
a few Sonnets. By the ReY. FRBd- 

BRICK LAMGBRIDGB. 5s. 

tditnoe, Cantil*! Topiilar. Edited 
b^ Albxandkr S. Galt. V6L 1 
with xa Cokmred Plates and 
numerous Illustntions. iss. 

■dMiee Soie^ Tbe Ontozy. Coo- 
sisting of Biographies of Eminent 
Sdentific Men of the present Cen- 
tury. Edited by Sir Henry Roscob, 
D.C.L.. F.R.S. Oown 8va New 
Ediiiom, xo Vols. as. 6d. each. 

Sdtnee for Aa Edited by Dr. 
Robert Brown. Chtap EdiHom. 
In Five Vols. 3s. 6d. each. 

■dentUio Thitti, The CMttrion oC 
By George Shann. is. 6d. 

■M^TlMBtofyoftlin. Edited by Q. 
lUustrated. In Two Vols. os. each. 
CkeapBdiiUm. 5s. each. 



8«r W<ATtB, Tlia By Max Pember- 
TON. 3s. 6d. PeopUs Edition, 6d« 

SntlmtiitRl Tommy. By j. M. 

Barrib. Illustrated. 66. 
BhRftMbiiiy, TlM 8eT«nlli Etf 1 ol^ 

X.G., TiM Lift and WoKk OC By 

Edwin Hodoer. Chmp EdiHm. 

3s. 6d. 
lhJlkBBpoBn,TlMnBjBOl Editedby 

Professor Henry Morlbt. Com- 

pleie in Thirteen Vols., doth. aiSb ; 

also 39 Vols., cloth, in box, ais. 

Bbakwqmuri^TlM BnglBBd oC Nem 
Edition. By E. Goadbt. With 
Full-page Illustrations, as. 6d. 

■bBk^crib TlM Leopold. With 400 
llhistiations. Ckmt EdiHm, 3i.6d. 
Cloth gilt, gilt edges. 5s. ; half- 
5s. 6d. net 

THo BoyBL With so 
F^iU-page Dluatimtiooa. Complete 
in Three Vols. X5S. the set. 

lliBW,A]ftod,Gtiokotor: msGaroor 
■nd XoDliilBOOnoo& Recorded by 
A. W. PULUN. With a Statist- 
ical Chapter by Alfred J. Gaston. 
Cktap Ediiiam, paper covers, is. 

Bdp of tton, Tbii By A. T. 
Quillbr-Coucr (QV. 6s. 

HlMrfa* The Bo«L By J. Foster 
FRasbr. With numerous Ilhis- 
tratkms from Photogmphs. 6s. 
Popular Edition, 3s. 6d. 

Mgliti Bad looni InOxftardOlty and 
UmTontty. Described by Thomas 
Whittabbr, B.A. With 100 Illus- 
trations after Original Photographs. 
Popmlar Edition, xos. 6d. net. 

loolal BnglBnd. A Record of the 
Pi d f I ess of the People. By vanoos 
Writerib Edited br H. D. Traill, 
D.C.L., and J. S. Mann, M.A. 
Niw lUustrokd Edition, to be 
completed in Six Vols. Vols. I. to 
IV., X4S. net each. 

Somo PonoDB UUmowB. By E. W. 
Hornung. 3s. 6d. 

SongB of Votr and Fbt Away. By 

E. Richardson. With numerous 
Colouxed and other Illustrations. 66. 

Bporto and Pastlmoik CaneUl 
Book oC With numerous Illus- 
trations. New Edition^ 3s. 6d. 

BporlB of tho World. Edited by 

F. G. Aflalo, F.R.G.S., F.Z.S. 
With several hundreds of New and 

'Original Illustrations. 
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■tasdard Lllmry, OaaMU*^ Pop- 
ular Works by Great Authors of the 
Past. IS. net each. (Ust free on 
application.) 

Btar-Land. By Sir Robert Baxx« 
LL.D. Illustrated. NtwandRw' 
larged Edition, 7s. 6d. 

Sim, ThA story of tiMi By Sr 
Robert Ball, LL.D. With Bight 
Coloured PUtes and other Illus- 
trations. Cheap RdiH<m. los. 6d. 

■win Family BoUnson. In words 
of one syllable. 6d. 

HsdmicRl iDRtmotton. A Series of 
Practical Vohimes. Edited by P. 
N. Hasluck. Illnstiated. as. 



Practical Staacasb JOOiuit. 
Practical Mbtal Platb WORb 
Practical Gas Firrmc. 
practical dravchtsmsirs worx: 
Practical Grainimc amd marbldig. 

Tsnaat of tlie Gnuige, TIml ^ 

MORICB QBRARD. 6s. 

Tidal Tbamaa^ nm Br Grant 
Allen. With India Proof Im- 
pressions of ao maRnificent Full- 
page Photogravure PuUes, and with 
many other Illustrations in the Text 
after Original Drawings by W. L. 
Wylue, A.R.A. 4as. net 

TUodo and Kadxld : Tliair Raoordi 
and BomancMk By Leonard 
Williams. With 55 Illttstration& 
xas. 6d. net 

TMunyaadCblati. B!yJ.M.BARRn. 

6s. 
TnararaUlaiid. By R. L. Stevenson. 

Cheap lUustrattd Edition. 3s. 6d. 

Tanar, J. M. W., B.A., Tba Watar- 
(Mtoor Bketcbaa oi; In tha 
Vattonal Gallaiy. With 58 Fao- 
simile Reproductions in Colour, 
comprising the rivers of France— 



the Seine—the rivers of England, the 
jaorts of England. The descrip- 
tive text written by Theodore A. 
Cook, M.A.. F.S.A. ^3 5s. net 

"Voioode": Tlia Uniyanal Tala- 
graiOiio Phraaa BooIl Dtsk «r 
Pockii Edition, as. 6d. 

UtaiTanal matozy, Gaaaall^a lUiia- 
tvated. Four Volumes. 5s. eadk 

Wax8 0ftlia*Hl]iatiaa,nMi A His- 
tory of the Warfare of the last Tea 
Yean oftheioth Century. Profusely 
Illustrated. In One Vol ys. 6d. 

Waatanliiatar Abbey, Auials ot By 
E. T. Bradley (Mrs. A. Murray 
Smith). lUustrated. CkmpEditicm, 
axs. 

Wbtta'B Vatoral Histozy of Btl- 
boma. With Notes by R. Kear- 
TON, F.Z.S. Containing over xae 
IQttstrations firom Photographs. 6a, 

Wild Flowan, Familiar. By F. 
Edward HiaJtE, F.L.S., F.&A, 
With 3^ beautiful Coloured Plateai 
Cheap Edition. In Seven Volumes. 
3s. 6d. each. 

WUd Vatnra'B Wayai By R. KcAi- 
TON, F.Z.& With soo Illustra- 
tions from Photographs by tha 
Author and C Kearton. iosl 6d. 

WUd Ufa at Boma: HOW to Btntfj 
and Fhotograph It By Richard 
Kearton, F.Z.a Illustrated firom 
Photographs direct from Nature by 
C Kearton. 6s. 

Wit and Hnmoar, Oaiaall'a WosIA 
of. Two Vols. 3s. 6d. each. 

"Work" Handbooka. Edited fay 
Paul N. Hasluck, Editor off 
Worh, Illustrated, is. each. 

Wraokar,nMi By R. L. Stbvbmson. 
6s. Popular Edition,^ (A. 



niustrated MagfMines and Practical Journals. 



IHB QVIVE& Monthly, 6d. 
OAMELL'S KAaAZmL Monthly, 6d. 
UTXIB FOLKS. Monthly. 6d. 

THE FENNT KAaAZIHB. Weekly, 

id. ; Monthly, 6d. 
GAIBBLL'B SATUBDAT JOUBNIL 

Weekly, id.; Monthly, 6d. 
IHB MAOAZIMB OF ABT. New 

Serin, Monthly, is. net 



OBUIIS. The Paper for Boya 
Weekly, id.; Monthly, 6d. 

TINT TOT& For the Very Littla 
Ones. Monthly, id. 

WOBK Weekly, id.; Monthly. 6d. 

BUnDDra WOBID. WeeUy, id.; 
Monthly, 6d. 

THB CbkBDBBBB. Weekly, id. 
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Bibks and Religious Works. 



Aid! to Pnetloal Rdigion. 
tkios from the Writings and Ad- 
dRStei of W. Bojd Carpenter, 
Lord Bbhop of Ripon. By the 
Rev. J. H. ButM, &D.. P.R3.B. 
9.6d. 

AlOBtingBl^ TIM. By William 
Connor Magec, D.D., late 
ArcfabisbopofYork. 

SDdoBiognplilti. mils. x&6d. each. 

TBB STtmV OF MOSBS AMD JOSHUA. By 

tfM lUr. J. Telford. 
TttB BTOaV OF THB jODCn. By llw R«V. 



niBS^avoF^AiivaLAifDiAtn. Bgrths 

Rav. D. C T**«)r. 
TmbStoby OF David. Bf thaRcr. J.WM. 

THB STOKY OF JOSBFH. llS L«ssow fot 
Bgr riM Rev. G«arre Biloum. 



8TOBrOFjBSO& laVi 



BgrJ.m. 



■Uo OomiiMiitvy fte BngUih 
Boadm Edited bj Bishop Elli- 
OOTT. With Contributions by 
t"***— «• Scholan and Divines:^ 

UCBNT. Fi^mlmr MdM rn. Uii> 
abridged. TbieeVolk fle-tMh. ._ 

TBSTAMBNT. H^uimr JUiUMU in»> 



._-, FlveVob. <■. . 

SnOAL POCKBT BDmONSb m, 



■Ue IHettoiiaxy, Oaaaein OonelNL 
By the Rev. Robbit Huntbb, 
LLd. lUustiated. CluapEdiHom. 
Si.6d. 

BIldeStadeiitiiitliaBKitifllilKiiBeiiiiv 
TIml ENr the Rev. J. O. Kitchin, 
M.A. Nm and Rgvistd BnUiom. 
IB. 4d. 

Odld'B BIVI% ThiL With too mas- 
timtions and Coloured Plates. Ntm 
Bdiiion. xos. 6d. 

Child •*Woild«rfttl," TlMi ASerifsof 
9 PictuKS in colours by W. S. 
Btacet, illustrating incidents fai 
the Life of Christ, as. 6d. 

qburoii of Bngland, Tim A History 
for the People: By the Very Rev. 
R D. M. Spbncs, D.D« Dean of 
Gloncester. lUustnited. Complete 
fa Four Vols. 6t. each. 

Chnroh Befonn in Spain and Porta- 
nU. By the Rev. H. E. NoTSfl, 
D.D. illustrated, as. 6d. 



IHni Bllda With ooo Full-page 
Uttstrations by Gustavb Dobb. 

luly CDirtallaBily ud PaipBalBflk 
By the Very Rev. H. D. Spbncb. 
D.D. IWnstmted x8s. net 

Buly IHijB of COixisttuiity, Umi 
By the Very Rev. Dean Farrar. 
D.D., F.R.S. Library Bdiii^. 
Two Vols., 24s. ; moroccoi £1 as. 
Pofmlar Bdtiiom, Complete in 
One Volume. Cloth, gilt edges, 
71. 6d. Cheap Bditwm. QothgUt, 
SS. 6d. ; paste grain, 5s. neL 

naiQy Pngrar-BooX Thii Edited 

bjr the Rev. Canon GARBnr, 
M.A., and Rev. S. Martin. With 
Full-page Olnstnitions. ys. 6d. 

GSeiBingB ftlttr Eirfeit Studies 
and Sketches by the Rev. John R. 
Vernon, M.A. lUustiatecL Ck§^ 
Bdiiimu 51. 6d. 

•'Ora^MilntlioBoOk.'' By the Rev. 
Dr. Samubl Kinns. F.R.A.S. 
Blustnted. Uhrary RdUum, Two 
Vols. xsi. 

-HOBrtO&AVda" ASeriesofWofks 
by Eminent Divines, ss. each. 

MvcoMFOBT Df soaaow. «r Hi«a Mao* 



rv BiBLB. Bv Ike RMit 
Caipentev. BMiep of Ripoe 

ItV Fathbb. By riM m|1i» Rer. 

ItV WOBK FOB Goa Bf the Rlfbt R«r. 



Itv Bmotioiiai. Lifb. By ike Emi rtek. 

Chadwlck, mi. 

IfYGBOBrmnf DivnfRLlFK ByikeReK 
Pnbk Raynoldi. M.A. 

IfYSOUL. BytkeRcr. P. BLFovei 
MY HBBBAFTBB* By tke Veiy R«» 



ItYATOTOTHBDlvliniLlFB. BytkiVciy 
ReViOeea Boyle. 

MY SOURCBS OF STBBNCTR. ly Ifee Rov. 
E. B. Jenkin, M JL 

MY Walk with Goa By ike Voiy Retk 
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Holy Land and the Btblai A Book 
of Scripture IIlustradoDS gathered 
in Pklestina ^ the Rev. Cun- 
ningham Gbikib, D.D. Cheap 
Edition, 7s. 6d. Superior Ediiion, 
With 34 Plates. Ooth gilt, gilt 
edges, 108. 6d. " Quiver** Edition, 
AbridgMl by the Author. With 8 
Full-page Illustrations, 2S 6d. net. 

UfiB of Christy TlMi By the Very 
Rev. Dean Farrak. Cheap 
Edition, With x6 FuU-page Plates. 
3a. 6d. ; paste grain, 53. net 
ittustrated Quarto Edition. Qoth 
gilt, gilt edges, TSi 6d. Biographi- 
eml Edition, xos. 6d. net. Original 
iUuUraied Edition, ais, 

UfiB of IlTM^ Tbo: FliTthor StodlM 
la tlio Ufa of Ghrlit By Dean 
Farsas. iS9k Popular Edition^ 
7t.6d 

Ufb aad Woik of tlio Bodaomaiv 

Ulostated. "Quiver** Edition, 
Wtth 8 FkiH-page IHustrationj, 
•a,6d. net 

■Mia and Vaipor BiHa EaiUer 
and Later Collected Poema 
(Ouefly SacredV By J. R. Mao 
DVFF, D.Di Two V0I& TSi 6d. 
the 



Mothodtam, Bido Ughti on tlio 
OonlUcta ot During the Seoond 
Quarter of the Nineteenth Century, 
i897>i85ai Tiom the Notes of the 
late Rev. Joseph Fowlbs of the 
Debates of the Wesleyan Con- 
ferenoBi Cloth, 8s. Popular Edi- 
tion, Unabridged. Cloth, 3s. 6d. 

lUratilea. By the Rev. Brownlow 
Maitland, M.A. is. 

Koaaa and Geology; or, Tlia Har- 
mony of ttw Bible with Sdenoai 
By the Rev. Samuel Kinns, 
Ph.D., F.R.A.a Illustrated. io8.6d. 
net 



FOgxlm'a Progree% Tlioi By Johh 

Bunyan. Superior Edition, With 
Notes by the Rev. Robert 
Maguirb, M.A, and containing 
numerous Illustrations by H. C 
ScLOus and M. Paolo Psiolol 
38. 6d. 

VUtai XntrodnciUma to tlio Book* 
of tho Old Toatamanti Edited by 
Bishop Ellicott. 3s. 6d. 

VUtai IntrodnctioxiB to tlio Booka 
of tlio Vow Toatamaat Edited 
by Bishop Ellicott. ^l 6d. 

Protoatantlam, Tlio Hlatocy ot 
By the Rev. J. A. Wylik, LUIX 
Containing upwards of 600 Orig- 
inal Illustration& Cheap Edition. 
Three Vols. 5s. each. 

Qal^ar Taaxly ▼ol1lm^ Tlia. Whb 
about 900 Original lUustratiooik 
7& 6d« 

8tb Paul, Tlio Uft and WoKk ot 
^ the Very Rev. Dean Far r AS. 
Cheap Edition. With 16 FuU-pago 
Plates, sSi 6d.; paste grain, 51^ 
net; Popular Edition, 7& 6d.: 
Illustrated 410 Edition, 7% 6ds 
Original lUuttrated Edition, £2ML 

"Hx Hnadrad Toara**; or. Hit. 
torical Sketches of Eminent Mea 
and Women who have more or lesa 
come into contact with tlie Abbey 
and Churoh of Holy Triaity, 
Minoriea, finom 1293 to 189^ With 
65 Illustrations. By the Vicar, tho 
Rev. Dr. Samubl Kinn& moa, 6d. 
net 

"Bimday,* Ita Orlgla, Hlatory, %ad 
Proseat Obllgatioa. By the Veo. 
Archdeacon Hbsset, aCU Fi/ik 
Edition, 7% 6d. 
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Educational Works and Students' Manuals^ 



JBiop'S FaUea In words of one 
syllable. With 4 Coloured Plates 
and numerous IIlustrationaL 6d. 

Alphalietk CaaMU'ft PlclorlaL as. 
and a». 6d. 

Azvbltectiinl Drairlaf. R. Phsnb 
Spiers. With 96 Plates. Ntw 
Edition. 7s. 6d. net 

At]A% OawtlVi Popular. Contain- 
ing S4 Cokmred Mapa x& 6d. 

■ladtboara Dniwlng: By W. E. 
SPARKE& lIlustrRted. 3s. 6d. 

Bnuhvoik SariM, GaaMU'^ 
Series L^WiLD Flowsks. Series 
II.— Pictures Wahtimo Words. 
Sc-ries IIL— Entertaining Pic- 
tures. 9d. per Set, each contain- 
ing ta Sheets. Each Sheet includes 
aSet of Six Water Colours. 

Botfk - kiotplnff. By Tbeodorb 
Tones. For Schools, la; doth, ss. 
For the Million, as.; doth, ss. 
Books for Jones's Svstem, as. 

Ohamiatry, Tlia Pnlilio SdiodL ^ 
J. H. Anderson, M.A. as. 6d. 

Iwoa Doniiim. Rhymes and Songs 
for Chttdren. Edited by JOHN 
Farmer* ^ 

ftigland, A mstiny oL By H. O. 
Arnold - F0R8TER, M.A. lUus- 
trated. 5s. 

loeUd, Ouadl'a Edited bj Phtf. 
Waulacb, M.A. is. 

"Qfsa and Vo Btm" I«1m (Oaa- 
t«ll'S). By Arabella Bucklet. 
With Coloured Plates and other 
lUustrations. Six Books. 4d. and 
6d. each. Complete Volume, 3s. 6d. 

Fonndm of tlia Bmplra. By 
Philip GIBBS. lUustiated. zs.8d.: 
doth, as. 6d. 

rjra&oli,Oaaitfl'8LwiOiial]L Cktap 
EdiNm^ In Two Parts. Cloth, 
xa 6d. eadi. Complete in One 
Vol., aa 6d. Key. xa 6d. 

nmidi-Eiigllah aadSngUili-naiieli 
Blfitlonaxy. 1,150 pages. Cloth or 
buckram, 3s. 6d. ; hal^morooco, 5s. 

fftandi-EngUsli and "BngiS^'Tmnxih 
DictJonary. Oasiail' a Haw. Edited 

by Jambs Bo'iellb, BbA. 7s. 6d. 
Oandeamiu. Songs for Colleges and 
Schoola Edited by John Farmer. 
5a Words only, paper covers, 6d. ; 
doth, 9da 



Oaogiapby : A PtaoOflal MattiodoC 
TaadUng. Book L, England and 
Wales, in Two Parts. 6d. eadL 
Book IL. Euiopei BtJ.H.Over. 
TON, F.G.a 6d. TlRMlng Book, 
oootaining aa leaves, ad. 

GtnnaB mottanazy, OasMll'a (Ger- 
man - English, English • German.) 
Cki^EtUtioH, aoth.3a6d.;hdf- 
morocco, oa 

Orsak Haroaa New Sapplemcntaiy 
Reader. With 4 Coloured PkMS 
and numerous lOustiations. 6d. ; 
doth, xa 

Band and Bj« Ttalalng. By Q. 
Rices. RSc. Two Vols., with x6 
Coloured Plates in each. 6s. each. 

HandaiidBjvTtalidiw. ^Georqb 
Ricks, aSc.. and Jos. Vaughan. 
lUustiated. Vol. I., Caidboaid 
Work, as. VoL II., Cokmr Work 
and Design, 3a 

mstorloal Cartoons, GaaaiirB (Wl- 
oured. SLse4^in.xs5in. as. eadL 
Mounted on Canvas aod varnished, 
with Rollers. 5a each. 

&i Dang«r*s Hour; or.Skmi Haarti 
and Sttrrlng Deeda. A Book of 
Adventures for Sdiool and Home. 
With Coloured Plates and other 
Illustrations. C]odi,xs.8d.; bevelled 
boards, aa6d. 

Kloir flolomoiii'i Mtnsa. Ahidgii 
Edition, for Schoola xs. 3d. 

lAtln-EngUili and BngUsn-lAliB 
Dletloiiaiy. ^ 6d. and 5s. 

lAtln Pxlxnar, flia Flnt By Prat 
Postgate. x& 

lAtln Piimar, Tlia Vav. Bf VtcL 
J. P. Postgate. Crown 8va aa 6d. 

latin Pit)M for Lovtr Fttnna B!f 
M. A. Batpield. M.A. as. 6d. 

lAWS of BTaiy-day lift. ByH.a 
Arnold-Forster. M.A. xa 6d. 

■agna Carta. A Facsimile of the 
Original Document, mounted 00 
cardboard, together with a Trans- 
lation, xa 6d. 

Mazlboroiigli Books :— Arithmetie 
Examples, Revised. 3a Fkendi Ex- 
ercises, 3a 6d. Ftench Granunar, 
sa 6d. German Grammar, 3a 6d. 

Kedianlea and Marhlna Desiga, 
Ihimerlcal Bramples in PraotiflaL 
By R. G. Blaine. M.E. Reviud 
andEnlargtd, lUustiated. aaM. 



k 
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Mddbaaioi, Apidled. Bf J. Pbrrt, 
M. £.. D.S&. Ac. Illustrated. 7s. 6d. 
Iftchaiilcg, Gallia's OydopflkUA of. 
Edited bf P. N. Hasluck. Series 
I., IL. and III. 7s. 6d. each. 
(Each Series is complete in itself. ) 
lUtrlo Ohftrti, CuaeU'B Approred. 
Two Coloured Sheets, 4a in. by 
aaV in., illustrating by Designs 
and Explanations the Metric Sys- 
tem. IS. each. Mounted with 
Rollers, ^ each. The two in one 
with Rollers, 5s. each. 

Kodala and Oommon Objects, How 
to Draw from. By W. £. Sparkss. 
Illustrated. 3a. 

Models, Commoii Otjects, and Gaits 
of Qmament^ How to Sliade from. 
E^ W. E. Sparkrs. With 35 
Pates by the Author. 3s. 

Object Lessons firom Vatnzei By 
Prof. L. C. MiALL. F.US. Fully 
Illustrated. Nem and Enlarged 
Edition, Two Vols., is. 6d. each. 

Pbyslology ftar Bcbotils. By A. T, 
ScHOFiBLD. M.D., Ac Illustrated. 
Qoth. IS. gd. ; Three Parts, paper, 
5d. each ; or cloth limp, 6d. each. 

Poetry for CbUdren, Oassell's. 6 
Books, id. each ; in One Vol.. 6d. 

Popular Educator, CasseU's. With 
Coloured Plates and Maps, and 
other Illustrations. 8 Vols. , 5s. each. 

Reader, Tbe dttsen. By H. O. 
Arnold - Forstek, M.A. Illus- 
trated. IS. 6d. Also a Scottish 
Edition, doth. is. 6d. 

Reader, Tbe Temperaaoe. By J. 
Dennis Hirix is. or is. 6d. 

Readers, Oasseu*s ** Belle flaayage.** 
An entirely New Series. Fully 
Illustrated. Strongly bound in cloth. 
{List on amplication,) 

Readers, CasseU's C lassi c al, for 
Bdiool and Home. Illustrated. 
Vol I. (for young children), is. 8d. ; 
Vol n. (boys and giris). 2S. 6d. 

Readers, Oassell's ''Higher Olass." 
{Ust on application,) 

Readers, Oassell's Readable. Illus- 
trated. {Ust on application.) 

Readers, Oassell's Union Jack 
Series. With Coloured Plates and 
numerous Illustrations. 6 Books. 
From 8d. each. 

Readers for Influit S<diool8, Col- 
Three Books. 4d. each. 
CASSELL & COMPANY, I 



Readera, Geograpbleal, Oassell's 
Vew. Illustrated. (UU on appli- 
cation), 

Readera, Tbe "Modem BoliooL* 

lUustrated. (List on application. ) 
Readers, Tlie "Kodem Scliool'' 

OeograpbleaL (Listonapplicaton,) 

Reckoning, Howard's Art o£ ByC 

FkuSHER Howard. P^per covers, 

IS. ; doth, as. New Edition, 5s. 

Round the Bmpire. By G. R. 
Parkin. Fully Illustrated, is. 6d« 

& H. & Otmrea, By Prof. R. H. 
Smith. A Set of 23 Scaled Tern* 
plates, with Pamphlet, los. 6d. 

Scholar's Companion to "Thinga 
New and Old." Five Books, oa 
pages, extra crown 8vo. ad. eado. 

Sbakspere's Plays for Scliool Usei 
7 Books. lUustiated. 6d. each. 

BpeUing, A Complete Kannal ot 
By J. D. MORELL, LL.D. Cloth, 
IS. Cheap Edition, 6d. 

Spending and BaYlng: A Primer of 
Thrift ^y Alfred Pinhorn. is. 

Swiss Family Robinson. In words 
of one syllable. With 4 Coloured 
Plates. 6d. 

TetilmlcalBdncator,CasseU'8b With 
Coloured Plates and Engravings. 
Complete in Six Vols. 3s. 6d. each. 

Teehnieal Manuals^ Oassell's. lUus- 
tiated throughout 16 Books, from 
as. to 4s. 6d. (List on application.) 

Technology, Manuals ot Edited by 
Prof. Ayrton. F.R.S,, and RICH- 
ARD WORMSLL, D.Sc.. M.A. 
Illustrated throughout Seven Books 
from 3s. 6d. to 5s. each. {List om 
amplication,) 

Things New and Old; or. Stories 
firom English History. By H, O. 
Arnold • FoRSTER, M.A. Illus- 
trated. 7 Books from pd. to is. 8d. 

Things New and Old, Soholar's Com- 
panion to. K Books, ad. each. 

This World of OnrsL By H. O. 
Arnold -FoRSTER, M.A. Illus- 
trated. Ch£ap Edition, as 6d. 

Troubadonr, nie. Selections from 
English Verse.. Edited and Anno- 
tated by Philip Gibbs. is 6d. 

"Wild Flowers" Sheets, Cassell'a. 
I a Sheets, each containing 10 ex- 
amples of familiar wild Howeis, 
bcautiruUy reproduced in colours 
and varnished, is. 6d. each. 
lUiTBD, Ludfatt Hill, London, 
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Books for the Little Ones. 



▲ Biuday Blocy Book. 3s. 6d. 

320 i»ges of Simple Stories, alter- 
nating with PictoRSi 

Anlmftl Land fior Uttta Pw^plit. Bjr 
S H. Hamer. lUustrated. u. 6d. 

Benaatli tlM Baimflr. Being Nana- 
tjves ol Noble Lifcs and Brave 
Deeds. Bf F. J. Cross. Illus- 
trated. Limp doth, im,\ doth 
gilt. as. 

Birds. BaMU aad nflliM. By&H. 
Hameil With Four Coloured 
Plates and numerous Ulttstrations. 
xs. 6d. 

Bo-VMpL A Book for the Little Ones. 
With Original Stories and Verses. 
Illustrated with Full-page Coloured 
Plates, and numerous Pictures in 
Colour. Yearly Volumes Picture 
boards, as. 6d. ; doth, yu 6d. 

Oood Momlivl OoodXiglitl By 
F. I. CBO66. Illustimted. Limp 
dutn. xs.; or doth boardsi gift 
lettercdt as. 

Hiroaa of Breiy-day Xilli By LAtrsA 

Lane. Illustrated. a& od. 



"UtUePolki " Hftir-YMTlyVoluiM. 
Containing 480 pages, with Six 
Full-page Coloured Plates, and 
numerous other Pictures printed in 
Colour. Picture boards, ^l 6d. 
Cloth gilt, gilt edges. 5s. each. 

«UtU« Ftfka" nay& Each ooo- 
taining 9 Coloured Plates and 
numerous Illustrations, dd. net 
each: — 

CiNDBJtBLXJL By Miranda HID. 
&UMPBLSTU.TSKINAIfODUU>UJNG. TWD 

PUys. By Miiaada Hill. 
HOW TO GBT Ur A CHIlDRfiM'S PLAY. 

By Maggie Browne. 

•'IltUe Foilai « Bong Book. With 
Four Coloured Plates, as 6d. 

Little FoUeb* Innday Boole By 

Christian Rjldford. Illustrated. 

2S. 

Little Motlier Bunch. By Mrs. 
MOLESWOBTH. Illustrated, as. 6d. 

Uaglc at HomOi By Ph>f. Hoff- 
man. lUustTiAted. Cloth gilt, 
3&. 60. 

■aster Charlla. By C. S. Harri- 
son aud S. H. Hamrr. IUus- ■ 
trated. Coloured bodrds^ zs. 6d. | 



moky HagM^ Mtanagwto; €t; 
Btnmge Animals and tlitir 
Doingi. By S. H. Hamer. With 
Eight Coloured Plates and other 
Illustrations by Harxt K Nbiu- 
SON. is.6d. 

Votattia BtdpvrtaL Rttnud mmd 
Emiarggd Sdiliom, xa 

Ftiar PtpaTi Pnapihow. By s. H. 

Hamkr. With lUustratlons by H. 
a Neilson and Lawts Baumei. 
zs.6d. 

FleaianI Woxk for Bnqr Flngara 
By Maggie Browne. ninTfratwi. 
as.6d. 

Qoaeklat, Junior : Bdng the Eztim- 
ordioarr Adventures of a DuddingL 
With Four Coloured Plaies and 
other Ulustiatioos fay Harr7 
Rountree. Written by a H. 
Hamer. xa 6d. 

Tha FMIiih Fioz. and Other TUm 
in FroM and VarN. Edited by 
& H. Hamer. With Four 
Qdonred Plates and numerous 
lUustrauons. xa 6d. 

Tha Tan TtaTaitea By & H. 
Hamer. With Four Cdoured 
Plates and numerous lUustradons 
by HARR7 B. Neilson. xs. 6d. 

The Jnngla Bdtool; or. Dr. JlhlMaN 
Jabbar Bnrcball's Academy. By 
& H. Hamer. With lUustnitioae 
by H. a Neilson. xs. 6d. 

Yhe Old Fkixy Talaa With 
Original lUustimtions. Cloth, xa 

"Tiny Vote" Annnal Voloma 
Boards, xs. 4d. Cloth, xa 6d. 

Tapoy Turfy Taiea By a H. 
Hamer. With lUustratioas by 
Harry a Neilson. xa 6d. 

Two Old LadieSkTwoFooUah FUxies^ 
and a Ttun Cat The Surpri&ing 
Adventures of Tuppy and Tue. A 
New Fairy Story. By Maggie 
Browne. With Four Coloured 
Piates and other iUustmtiooa 
3s. 6d. 

WhyB and Other Whys ; or. Onrlooa 
Creatores and Their Talea. By 
S H. Hamer and Harrt a 
Neilson. Paper boarda aa 6d. 
Cloth. 3a 6d. ^ ^ 
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€A88ELL'B 8HILLIH0 8T0BT BOOBl AU lUustrated. and containioc 
Interesting Stories 



A Pair of Paxmrosbs, 
Frank's Life Battlb. 
Ella's Golden Ykar. 
In the Days or King Gkorq& 
Little Queen Mab. 



Rhoda's Reward. 

The Heiress of Wtvbrn Couri; 

Their Road to Fortune. 

Won by GENTLENSS& 



BHZUJNa 8T0BT BOOKS BT BDWABD & BLXJ& lUustmtedL 



Astray in tub Forest. 
Bear Cavern. 

Red Feather. A Tale of the 
American Fiontier. 

OAflSELL'B BXOBTEBMTSMVT 8T0BT 

Aim at a Sure End. 
All in a Castle Fair. 
Bear and Forbear. 
By Land and Sea. 
Clare Linton's Friend 
Dolly's Golden Supperil 

OABBBLL'B TWO-SmiLOra raOBT B0OX& Illustxated. 



Captured by Indians. 
The Boy Hunters of Kentucky. 
The Daughter of the Chieftain. 
Wolf Ear the Indian. 

BOOKS. Illustrated. 
Her Wilful Way. 
Honour is My Guide. 
On Board the Bsmeralda, 
The Bravest of the Brave. 
To School and Away. 



Adam Hepburn's Vow. 
A Self-willed Family. 
Daisy's Dilemmas. 
Fairway Island. 
Fluffy and Jack. 



The Lost Vestal. 

The Mystery of Master Max; 

AND THE Shrimps of Surimfton. 
Uncle Silvio's Secret. 
Wrong from the First. 



TWO-SHILLDia BTOBT BOOD BT SDWABB 8. BXJJ& Illustrated. Ooth. 



Tad. 

Lost in Samoa. 

Blazing Arrow. 

Chieftain and Scoirr. 

Klondike Nuggets. 

Ned in the Block Hoi»e. 



Ned IN the Woods. 
Ned on the River. 
The Path in the Ravine. 
The Rubber Hunters. 
The Young Ranchers. 



HiXF-GBOWH BTOBT BOOXB BT BDWABD & BLUB. Illustrated. OoUi. 



A Strange Craft and its Won- 
derful Voyages. 

Camp-Fire and Wigwam. 

Cowmen and Rustlers. 

Down the Mississippl 

Footprints in the Forest. 

In Red Indian Trails. 

In the Days of the Pioneers. 

Iron Heart, War Chief of the 
Iroquois. 

Lost in the Wii.d& 

Pontiac.Chief of the Ottawas. 



Red Jacket: The Last of tub 

SENECA& 

Scoirrs and Comradesl 

Shod with Silence. 

The Camp in the Mountains. 

The Great Cattle Traiu 

The HimTKRs op the Ozark. 

The Last War Traiu 

The Lost Trail. 

Tub Phantom of the River. 

Two ESoYS IN Wyoming. 

Uncrowning a King. 



EALF-CBOWN BTOBT BOOKS FOB OIBL& 

A Girl without Ambition. I Sisters Three. 

Mrs. Pederson's Niece. | Tom and Some Other Girls. 

HALF-CBOWH BTOBT BOOO FOB B0T8. 



An Old Boy's Yarns. 
At the South Pole. 
By Fire and Swoaa 
Cost of a Mistakk. 



Fairy Tales in Other Land& 
Freedom's Swordl 
Heroes of the Indian Empire. 
Lost Among White Afr:cass. 



l6 A Selection from Cassell ^ Company s Publicaiums. 



■AU-GBOWV BTOBT BOOKS FOB BOTI {emHmmd) :— 



Lost on Do Corrig. 

Mastbr or THE Strong Hearts: 

A Stort or Custer's Last 

Rally. 
Pictures or School Lirs and 

Boyhood. 
Rogues or the Fiery Cross. 
Strong to Suffer. 
The Queen's Scarlet. 
The White House at Inch Qow. 



Through Trial to Triuicfh. 
Told Out or School. 
To Punish the Czar. 
To the Death. 

Wanted— A King : or, How Merle 
Set the Nursery Rhymes to 

R1GHT& 

With Redskins on the War- 
path. 



Boon FOB B07B ABD OXBUL FuDy miistmted. 



Gulliver's Travels. With up- 
wards of lOO Illustrations from 
New Plates. Fine Art Edition, 
7S. 6d. 

Cassell's Robinson Crusoe. 
With xoo Illustrations. Cloth, 
3S. 6d. ; gilt edges. 5s. 

Cassell's Swiss Family Robin- 
son. Illustrated. Cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 
gilt edges, 5s. 



Strange ADVENTintES in Dicky* 
Bird Land. Stories cold by Mother 
Birds to amuse their Chicks, 
and overheard by R. Kearton, 
F.Z.S. With Illustrations from 
Photographs taken direct from 
Nature by C Kearton. Ck>th, 
3s. 6d. ; doth gilt, gilt edges, 5s. 



THBEB ABD BIX7ENBT BTOBT BOOKS FOB OIBUl Illustrated. 

A Sweet Girl Graduate. ^ 

A World of Girls: The Story or a School. 

Bashful Fifteen. 

Beyond the Blue Mountains. 

Merry Girls of England. 

Polly: A New-Fashioned Girl. 

Red Rose and Tiger Lily. 

The Palace Beautiful. 

The Rebellion of Lil Carrington. 

Bound by a Spell. By the Hon. Mrs. Greene. 

Five Stars in a Little Pool. By Edith Carrington. 

The King's Command: A Story roR Girls. By Maggie Symington. 

TBBEB AND SnPENmr BTOBT BOOKS FOB BOTH. lUustiated. Qoth gilt 



With 8 Coloured 
Plates in each. 



By U T. Meade. 



* • Follow my Leader." By Tal- 
bot Baines Reed. 

For Fortune and Glory: A 
Story of thk Soudan War.. 
By Lewis Hough. 

For Glory and Renown. By 
D, H, Parry. 

The Capture of the "Es- 
TRELUi": A Tale of the 
Slave TRade. By Commander 
Claud Harding. R.N. 



The Red Terror : A Story of the 
Paris Commune. By Edward King. 

The Three Homes. By the Very 
Rev. Dean Farrar. 

Under the Great Bear. By 
Kirk Munroe. 

With Claymore and Rvyoxet. 
By Colonel Percy Groves. 
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